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Author’s Note 


A broadside is a single poem that is often illustrated. In the context of 
this book, each poem of mine has been placed within either a 
photograph that | took or artwork that | was able to make (though most 
of these pieces are photographical). | believe in new, diverse ways of 
presenting verse, and | hope that this collection manages to do just that. 


— Andreas Gripp 


Acknowledgements: 


The first photograph (p. 2) was taken on my wedding day and features 
my wife and |. Jennifer Moore was in our wedding party took the 
original version of it. I’ve edited the photo and made it conducive for 
holding a poem. 


p. 99 contains my edit of a public domain digital sketch as well as my 
photograph of bars from the song “Loneliness Is Just A Word” by 
Chicago and written by Robert Lamm. 


Every other piece in this collection is a 100% creation of my own. 
Thanks. 


bad 


On Your Beauty 


re eae, 


And when the starling’ 'S song was Pes 
ng the trail we ns 
led to.draw myt jind 


and when you wonderéd e 
if you had such beauty, © 5 


the inch of sticking snow’ 
on naked trees; 


4a 


and splitting colour; 

that unexpected violet 
poking through 

the thawing ground; 

the wonderment of sound 
the time a harp 

is strummed on stage 


_and your tenderness of touch, 


your slender arc of hips, 
your fluttered blink of eyes 


and ease of laughter — 
a 


these, yes these, 


ian the bids 
of birds and man. 











It’s the female 

that reproduces, 

you said, gives seeds 
FW e)(-(el-mcomer-||Maleliil—m 


“Daughter,” you decreed, 
call it Daughter. 
It will surely love us more 
FlaveMellimu-1-ye)ial¢ Mim el-mela-r-1t-) g 
on the-days it isn’t there. 
- 2 2 Andreas Gripp 
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Miracle 


Tonight | will ask you to marry me. 

You will surely say | am mad, 

in the British sense of the word, 

and then laugh off my promise to love 
and commit as |-must-have-stopped-over- 
at-the-pub-and-had-a-few-too-many 
before our coffee date on this insignificant 
middle-of-the-week kind of evening. 


But this day is anything but ordinary: 
Look at my hands, they are stained 

from painting my kitchen the colour 

that is your favourite 

even though my eyesight is failing, 

and I’m convinced that both our God 

and the birds have given us their blessing 
as shoots sprouted in my garden overnight 
from seeds dropped from above 

and the weather person on TV 

said there’d be no rain 

for the next seven Saturdays to come. 





There was a time 

we showered together — 
saving water 

wasn't the reason. 


Now | let a dozen 
tepid streams 
strike the tiles, 
fall to waste, 


rinse the empty spaces 
where your hands 

and breasts 

should be. 


©2019 Andreas Gripp 





WM ETcotevaliaemdal-mi iets 


e sat at 
but | didn’t write a thing 
to the horizon 


saying 
this vo’ 


this loop 





Early Morning Rain 


In the yard, 
you felt sorry for the slug 


that crept’so Slowly up the stem 


of one of your greens. 


Poor thing; 
it doesn’teven have a shell 
to call ahome. 


Afterward, 

| compared it with its cousin, 
the:snail, ‘several of which will 
gather inthe garden 

after an early morning rain — 


sturdy, 

in the swirly cave it carries 
on its back, 

a place to retract its head in 
when it poufs, 


feigningut isn’t-therey perhaps, 
shoulda desperate; homeless 
Tne) Luts} .qrexe)aatoam Clerc B 

Knowing there isn't any.room 
fo) miaion 


| and yet burdened 


by that extra weight, 

its inability to travel 

wherever it may wish, 

at its turtle-like, sloth-like pace, 
like a\car that’s always pulling 
a camper/trailer, 


never having the mettle 


to face the world 


when things get tough, 
even ducking tn its hovel 
when there isn’t a'cloud 
in the sky. 





Osmosis 


idreas Gripp 





The way our cat sleeps on books 

makes us think of osmosis: 

her head reposed on the cover’s title, 

her paw outstretched over the author’s name 
denoting some kind of kinship, 

as though the writer forged a portal 

for lazy felines to stealthily enter. 


I’ve heard that whiskers 

help a cat to navigate the dark, 

are conductors that channel information 
to its brain in a manner much quicker 
than the antiquated roundabouts 

of a podium-chained professor. 


Let’s wake our dearest pet 

upon sufficient assimilation, 

see if she spouts some Shakespeare 
as none other than Shylock could — 


or replace The Merchant of Venice 
with a treatise of greater use 

than a reprisal’s pound of flesh, 
done in a hush that doesn’t disturb, 


propping A Brief History of Time 

beneath her chin 

and await the meows 

that otherwise beckon us to feed, 

to stroke, to clean her kitty litter, 

that speak instead of cosmological aeons, 
the pull of black holes, 

the deep red shift in stars 

much too far for us to see. 


The West Coast of 
Somewhere 


a poem by Andreas Gripp 





As a boy, I saw only sand and sea 
and stones I| pitched with a splash 
beneath the shifting animal clouds 
that I envisioned. 


As a single young man 

on a day of sun and cirrus, 

I knew nothing of rocks 

and waves colliding with the shore, 
only the flash of skin and curves 
exposed for browning. 


Now middle-aged in wedlock, 
ambling along the beach 
beside my wife, 

I see the patterns on pebbles 
and the gulls that dip for trout 
while the crew of college girls, 
jumping for frisbees in the surf, 
are supposedly a blur below 
this cumulus of savannah cats 
overseeing their great, 
ephemeral kingdom. 


11/3/11 by Andreas Gripp 


Blossoms 
were the first to fall, 
Tamdal-Waelanle) (3 


that ruptured the calm, 


and the land was shaken 
as a globe of snow 


Tala aati ar-lavel-Moymr- Ml ol<-Tanl late] 


ra atitep 


late mialare(owar-jaremyZll 
were cast to the earth 
like an expulsion 


bicelanMal--\-akeme) (eh 


boats and cars 
both raced in the rush 


of a fleeting, fatal 


sea, 


Yate Rida -Matelant te) met -lale =] 
buckled, 
as an origami’s 


fold, 


were carried 

with all the dead, 

in the swell that defied 
the tide, 


and the sirens screamed 
of fire, 
reactors wailed 


of melt, 


while the callous sun 
descended, 

teased millions 

with its kiss of light. 





The Waning Moments Before Dusk 


poem & photo by Andreas Gripp 


The sun is ahead of me always. 


No matter the speed of my car, 


_ it reaches the horizon long before 


I can possibly get there. 


A Pegasus might make it a race, 
its white, airy wings catching a gale 
to take it within a feather’s breath 


~ of aphoto-finish 


2 or my grandfather's catamaran, 


= moored at the marine museum 
= because it won a regatta 


in ‘81, on the crest of a wave 
reflecting errant speeds of light 


that may be weary at last 
from the pressure of placing first 
day after day after day after day. 
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La Fin 


La pomme de terre, 

the potato; the earth apple, 
its:womb a warmth of ground; 
unable to tempt the eyes 

of unfallen man. 


The apple, ja pomme, 

kept cool among the branches 
by an evening’s autumn sky, 
painted so very often, 

the centre of our lore. 


In French they're more poetic, 
sounding that much better 

on the ear, no bitter taste 

that settles on the tongue, 

no judgement on their worth. 


Le poéme, the poem, 

that hovers in the vacant space 
between, 

the fruit of ground and tree, 

the one | wish I'd render 

en Frangais, to mask 

the many flaws that come 

when beauty can't be seen. 





12 


Curbside Café 


| thought she watched me as | wrote, 


a girl with beret cliché, 

Irish cream and lemon Danish, 
who'd smoke a cigarette if legal 
but it’s not; 


and she’s reading Schulz 

and Robert Frost 

and the many roads to heaven 
and | thought to ask her 


what she thought 
of love and death and living 
amid our own sel- 
fish carte blanche. 


She wasn't there, really, 

nor am |— we weave and thread 
and move about 

as atoms from the sun, 

that settled here so predisposed 
to birth and fear and loathing. 


| see her sometimes, singing praise 
when the moon is halved 

and if the evening tide pulls cold, 
when the waitress 

looks for dollar tips 

and the closing chimes ring sweet; 


and | have no time to end the verse 
with lights that cue to leave, 

the sax that fades to hush, 

and the cop who walks the beat 
looking through the tinted glass, 
ideally dreaming 

of a night 

without a single shout or crime. 


Andreas Gripp 





This is all you learned 
from your trip to the tabloid stand 


That walking isn’t as pleasant 

as you'd envisioned, 

your memories like the brazen cars 
behind you, running amber lights 

and spitting smoke, indifferent on 

your quest to cross the street, 

the man who's selling news 

annoyed by nickels you say you're short. 


That the Prince of Wales 

will be Charles the Third 

and King for twenty days, 

expiring from wear and age, just weeks 
after his “Methuselah” mum, 

waiting for Godot and for what? 


That your sneakers are tearing suddenly 
in the rain, that they are cheap, 

that leaves clog the sewers 

and your socks are soaking wet, 

to microwave a dumb idea, 

thinking they'll warm and dry, 

not guessing they'll start to flame, 

the firemen getting angry 

when they see the reason why. 
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That within a crowded hospital, 

your mother’s stuck in bed, on the 10% 
or 11® floor, you really can’t remember 
because you never visit her, 

save the time you needed money, 
brought her crosswords but in Dutch, 
discarded in the dumpster 

near the Starbucks coffee shop, 

and you never bothered to check 

if they were English or ever solved. 


That somewhere on the beach 

in Monaco, celebrities plunge in surf, 
bake in Mediterranean 

sun, hope they're properly 

buffed and waxed 

lest paparazzi snap their flaws. 


That you'd wanted to breathe some blooms 


throughout this morning’s mile walk, 
foregoing the check on forecasts, 
too impatient to read at home, 


the soggy pages ripping as they're turned, 
the wind smelling more and more of worms. 


Andreas Gripp 













When | was a boy, 
| dreamed of sailing seas, 
climbing masts, 


whenever clouds 
amassed 
on horizons; 





the sun 
cast from sight 
like the tail 
of a whale 
after breath. 





Mariner 
©2020 Andreas Gripp 
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Church Bells 


The steeple bell 

from the Anglican church 
chimes every 15 minutes, 
doing a double at the bottom 
of the hour, and nothing short 
of a concerto at the top. 


| check my watch 

and it's 2 minutes ahead 
of what | hear, 

on par with my smartphone 
andthe shortwave station 
that's purportedly set 

to an atomic clock. 


They say on WWV 

that it's accurate 

to within a nanosecond 
every 3 or so million years, 


though | doubt 

the Australopithecines 

who must have got it going 

could have foretold the 
competition from Rolex, Samsung, 
and the Rector’s reliable ringing 
just a block-and-a-half away; 


that these simple-minded crosses 
of ape and men 

could have envisioned accuracy 
above that of God, 

that His House of Worship 

is 120 tickssbehind'the times, 

that | haven't a clue what to do 
with that brief but priceless 
allotment that the good Lord, 

if He is right, has given me. 


C200 Andress Gp 





Québec 
— for Carrie 


On our honeymoon, between rows 
of.coloured awnings, balcony flowers, 
you ask me if I’m going to write a poem 


and | tell you that you are the poem — 


ars these godly cathedral spires, 
| Cobblestoné walkways, 


rch aan painters 

e accordion player 

we will b dancing to 

once our ¢afé-au-lait is finished 

and my journal stays empty as the sky. 


Andreas Gripp 
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In 
Pp 


aromp un 


Ww) 
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Clichés 


I'd like to damn the poets 
who’ve said it all before: 

the encounter with eyes 

as jewels. With hair that’s gold 
in ponytails, that’s brushed 

or held in braids. 

Who’ve met the small 

of slender backs 

and the curves of hips 

and their sway. 


If only none had written 
of the bliss in a kiss of lips ... 


| want to be the first to sing 
you are the prettiest girl 

in the world — 

and because a million bards 
have penned it, 

it’s trashed as trite cliché. 


O God of archaic 
verse and psalm, 


bring me back to English Dukes, 
to Scottish Dames and castles; 


fale) mi comilelal@- Millie el-r-t18 
or bear the shield of the Lord — 


instead, but for a moment, 

with feathered quill in hand, 

let me write of her radiant face, 
how-it-enraptures me, 

and her lissome, favoured figure, 
how I'd lose my tife:to hold. 


Let me be the first 

to say, to state, to scribe / /ove you. 
Allow the pressman’s ink to dry 
on antique, rolled-up parchment. 
Award the abbey’s archivist 
the-sealing of the Queen. 

For it was never, ever heard 

of such a lovely maiden, fair — 

for just this wondrous instant, 

a thousand and one years past, 
before the Shakespeares, 

Blakes and Burns have poems 
that scream from my horizon. 


Andreas Gripp 





As Spring Yields to Summer 


| only see her when she’s out, 
the woman across the way, 
pushing her lawnmower 

that has no engine, 

the grating of squeaky wheels, 
its whirling, rusty blades, 

the sound of a hundred haircuts. 
A fumeless, slicing symphony, 


the grass wafting fresh and green. 


EWE Tate Malle las 

through my windowsill 
and all is 

as it should be: 


cat eyes narrow to slits 

at the first burst of light, 

squirrels play tag, 

bumblebees collect, send static 
bislcolllelamigl-a-lacc galelel am 

dogs howl at three-quarter moons 
and backyard Copernicans 
marvel 

at the shadows on lunar scars. 
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A couple kiss and rock 

on gently swinging seats, 
embrace, sigh into sleep, 
and dawn comes back again, 
announced by startled yawns 
and singing larks. 


As Spring yields to Summer, 
tulips slump head-first, 
vibrancy fades, reds go rose, 
goldenrod yellows, 

joining the ordinary 

around us. 


There’s my neighbour 
riding his bicycle, 
narrowly missed by a milk truck, 
Ms. April May receiving delivery, 
twice weekly, half a quart, 
that, and measurements 
long thought dead 
still heaving 
their penultimate breath. 
Andreas Gripp 





Flower Children 


It's hard to believe that crotchety old man 
and his wife hobbling into the store 

where | work were once hippies. 

Their faces creased like a shirt 

| forgot to put in the dryer 

and had no time to iron, the man’s pants 
pulled up to his chest and his wife muttering 
something about the pie she has to bake 
for the Sunday church social. 


| try to picture them at Woodstock, 

a farmer's soggy field overrun 

by painted young ladies 

showing their bouncing, naked breasts 

at a time of dawning liberation, 

the man then bearded without the faintest 
hint of grey and both of them smoking pot 
and waiting for Jefferson Airplane 

to hit the stage. 


| can't imagine them 

listening to acid rock 

or Led Zeppelin’s vinyl debut 

with its flaming Hindenburg crashing 
to a hellish death in New Jersey. 


| can't See the man swapping his 
Amold Palmer polo shirt 

fora psychedelic tie-dye 

and the woman with her midriff 
bare and smooth, a peace sign 
above her navel. 


They ask if they can pay by cheque, 

that they've never sent an email 

when | suggest our online specials, 

that they've yet to see our Facebook page 
and that Instagram is something 

they never would have imagined 

when they rolled in the mud nearly 

half a century ago, dancing 

as if they would never age a day. 


© 2018 Andreas Gripp 





This pond is teeming 


with tadpoles, 


tiny fish soon amphibious, 


and we question which is better, 
vom oyacr-lne(cmbemeleleemaelcir-tia 
and in the water, 


or to remain below the sheen 
of a translucent 


Water as Sky 
poem:& photograph by Andreas Gripp 


ra 
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The carnation I left you 
was given with much pondering — 
not as romantic, they Il say, 
as its more beloved, historic rival, 
the rose; 


not aS many songs and poems 
\déscribing its allure; 


anole) imme) (cin evey ws 
of oilpaintings 
to capture 1ts"pale pink petals 
on canvas — 


but please remember, darling, 
it will last a little bit longer, 
even if but a day, 


those extra, precious hours to say 
I love you, I’m sorry, come back to me. 


"The Carnation" 


poem & photograph by Andreas Gripp 





The Ruse of Mild Air 


©2020 Andress Groep 


In this warmer than normal winter, 
the trees are budding early, 

in February's 

rain instead of snow. 


| feel | ought to go outside 


and bring some soothing tea, 
play a tranquilsong 
for harp and Stings; 


be the Sandman fora spell, 
send thé rousing leaVes-to-be 
back into their shells, 


lest the winds return fom the north, 
puddles freeze over, 

and greening branches waken 

to a bird-less lie of ice 





The path to peace it’s said 
TM colt lite Mis mcr-(erg-Le Ml elele) ue) me) (of 
on parchment, scrolls and ink; 
in a choir’s hallelujah, 
ringing bells and fervent prayer. 


Let’s scribe our wishful reveries, 
Colt] me) (eM ove) olit-itcem-yel item 
say the bomb will never fall; 
that police will join the protest 
Eliveltut-wltre(e(-miUi Me lecular M ey-1ae fe) 1] 

to the Native kid in chains. 


For it’s not that hard to add a verse 
and paint a pretty picture: 


Governments disband, 
there’s no more need to demonstrate, 
Clive eliccvelsmer-liccm-yn i iile Me) e116 
those who leave bear violets, 
while violence drops as dust. 


Faith begets trust, 
trust begets love, 
litem tl-MeliMuiiem CCM elt 
brings you candy in the night, 
saying all is calm in Jerusalem, 
Elite Wit-letw-le-Miltitimu Chale Milel melita l-rem 


Anthem — poem and photo by Andreas Gripp 
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Andante Tal H Andreas Gripp 


— for Carrie 


Each note | play on the piano is for you 
| say, in my adoration, the real ones 
and the ones that I’ve made up, 

and | really can’t play the piano 

as well as | pretend can, 

but the songs | string together, 
impromptu, spontaneous as they may be, 
aré nonetheless love songs, 

ones that Brahms and Debussy 

could have conjured 

had they not been so obsessed 

with trite details like composition 

Fate ielalel-aiat-a smd at-Mec-li i Cimt-laleMeli-laliie 
could really play their instruments 

or were merely faking it 


Vealiomus(-Waa-lald(em\\f-\\,-me) m= ey-1kel a! 


and the gasps from a startled audience 


NYisteMe i a(=t-]aeMare)dellat-a il <M delice ol-iie)eom 





We say we're too happy 
to write any poems, 

our usual musings 
inspired by misery, 

our current state of bliss 
not conducive for an elegy 
in-rhyme. 


But | say that this is good, 
jintsis Mom o)g-1(-1mr- 1am —i08]e]\mtle)i=) olele) 
to one that's filled with ink, 


Lilate liste mat=1tc) 9) 810) > 
for. what has died, been lost, 


finding- rhythm in a land 
bereft of trees; 


or in.a lover waking up 
to a vacant bed, 


ina child mourning 

_-at her mother’s funeral, 
her father hit by shells 
in a far-off war, 
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Gale from the North 


— for Carrie 


This wind wielding its vigour 
brings a reminiscence: 

your face buried in my shoulder 
as I stroke the back of your hair, 
saying all will be alright 


and that storms are needed 

to recycle the air, 

to cleanse our:skies-and valleys 
and are a prelude to something 
better, like.a kiss that says 
how much youre adored, 

that all will be calm 

by the time I let you-go. 


Andreas Gripp 
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LOxoyo F-| 


| dedicate the poems |'ll never write or the daughter 
to you and to us, whose father caught her 
tiring, perhaps; of coming up with her teenaged beau 
with original ways to say love, on the backyard swing, 
of,fiading aimiracle in the humdrum, or the tree branch 

At finding a thesaurus that does the trick. ‘on which it was fastened, 


So as for that dishevelled old man how the birds helped the mother 
[pass by on the sidewalk, to getup in the moming 
. heillremain anonymous and his rutting instead ofwishing 
Bay un-scribed — she hadn't niatried 
| will not imagine him as a:sturdy young lad or even that sh@yvere dead; 
puree heart was ¢ruelly splintered % 
at a "ys eschool danceg@ and the one about t Giloons 
i 7, Who sleep standing up, 
and the Verses on the pase// their faces buried in their wings, 
| with its,peéling paint W uncomfortable that looks to me 
_ and missing-a-few-planks 
veranda: | won't picture the children 
) may have raced 
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PAN) a [-3-We) Lele) <> 


There, another thirty feet; 
idal=mantelelale me) mesal-lnerey-|me|c-\\e 
The Communist Manifesto 
OVA \V/E-10 @r-lale mt gle (=) (- 2 
Twenty-two copies ™ 
jolele lela aiemelli.e 


The chestnut embers 
were Mr. Bryson and 1% 
by Mary Maynor, 
considered her magnum opu 
You learned of it‘as ‘a girl 
TamCiet-lats emr- lar- (e(omaliale 


a year before you fled for feo) 
* 


Mr. Bryson was ablac n. 


Mary was pasty, white 
SJ al=mr- 10 le] a)m e)t-1g le 
And.fiow to kiss. 


The keys: black, white, 
F-TaleMtal= me) a(=s3 

stained with sweat 

a streak-filled 
coffee/cream. 


And there, a little closer, 
Lennon’s bio, 
lale-lalaveye-lcavome (ello (= 

to Zen; 


no Jews in sight 

aom aici ilarcloinie 

| Ag | 
just the amens), 
hallelujahs of old, | 
the scent of corn do 


in Mississippi air. 





Moniker 


Starfish, 
so named though they 
are neither: 


a Sollike ball of flame 

in midnight spheres, 

a finned and lung-less swimmer 
of the seas. 


We wouldn't give them: 
ERSeo emollient 

if we called them what they 
echinoderms, 


revealed 

by the pull of tides, 
long dubbed 

for their points of five, 
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the symbol of the lights 

that guide our ships, 

though in truth 

those shapes are round, afire, 


forming patterns 


of the residents 
of Earth, 
of water, land and air, 


like Taurus, 


and there. Pisces, 


instele(=me) mi Uomo (et 
of distant-suns, 
their outlines too 
misnamed, 

the ever-erring 
of our illusions. 





Coffee 


You brewed tea 

for the two of us; 

after I’d_poured 

my coffee, - 

my morning mantra, 

its Columbian aroma ~~ 
competing with the scents 
(0) @x-3V/ (0) 6 


And yés, your set f 
of sandstone, cups 
look so’much prettier 
than my mug; 

contain 

Tibetan characters 
carved within. 


And of course, 
it might be better for me, 
my dear, 


your herbs and caffeine-free, 
your elixirs vow 
of longevity. 


But there’s a kind of grit, 
las litclate ice 


4hat’s part of my every day. 


| 'take it with me to the office, 


“as; | pass, the urban beggars, 
the off-key,; curbside buskers 


ever-imploring me 


. for change, 


guessing 


“nary one of them 


even thinking of a tea, 

its tonic leaves of green, 
its detachment from them 
lalemixe)anmsitee 


Andreas Gripp 





Coda III 


age at the end of my notebook 
is blank 


e which to keep 
which to toss and pretend | never wrote 


| went through it 
when you were away, you reveal 
in a tone bereft of innoc: 


like a boy boasting to his frends 


that he managed to swig e vodka 
when his parents were in the basement, 
perhaps sorting through laundry 

or checking on the fumace 

or doing something that required him 

to be cunning and to seize the moment 
like a vulture that dives to the ground 
while the corpse ts still warm enough 

to pass for something living 


Your metaphors are silly, you say bluntly, 
your analogies make me laugh — 

those of scavenger, Russian dnnk, 
mischievous youth 
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Take the last sheet in your book, 

the one without any writing 

it made more sense than anything else 
you've rambled on about 


| reply that you are nght, 

that pallid vacancy and lines of blue 
have more to say than verbosity, 
that | should just write ‘white’ 
instead of “pallid,” 

that | misread my Spiny thesaurus, 
that what is simplest 

is most complex 

and lives in a realm 

no words can elucidate 

or yield direction to; 


that it's a sign of literary innovation 

to have an entire volume 

of nothing but lined paper 

that the next time | buy a notebook 

I'm best off to merely scrawl my name 
upon its cover 

and wait for the accolades to pour in 

from those who know the work of a genius 
when they see it 





Interlopers 


| cannot be sure that the birds 

and the squirrels — let alone the big racoon 
that climbs down from the belatedly budding 
tree — are the same characters 

who | used to see then didn’t 

Haleolelelamuireyal tate) Micey4-laMl-laretver-| ol) 

when, | imagine, the mammals 

were in some sort of hibernating state 

or at least taking it rather easily 

in their primitive burrows while the birds 
were in Florida sunning themselves 

and drinking premium water from a fountain 


BT AYMe Bolo) (ale (Te) 
if | said “welcome back” — 
that they'd believe | think they all look alike, 
that they might be here for the very first time 
and I’ve mistaken them for last year’s gang, 
that the food I’m leaving 
as a token of friendship 
wouldn't be their first choice on the menu, 
that a would-be friend wouldn't assume 
they're all the same 
and that they could easily pick me out 
fo) - Molce)'(o Me) mu 80108 0]0/0 +110) 0) -1 
within a second of doubtless wonder. 

©2020 Andreas Gipp 
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Love Seat in the Snow 


wae | surmised the couple 
On a snow bank hugging a street this belonged to 
|sawitleaning, had a major falling-out, 
threatening to fall that,doors were slammed repeatedly 
in oncoming and a suitcase had been packed 


traffic. until it burst, 


that in the dead 

of winter's night 

it awaited the rumble 
of garbage trucks. 


It seemed in mint condition, 
albeit damp 
from the elements: 


the Vermillion hadn't faded 


! ; But then, perhaps it wasn’t discarded, 
Elen u -Melgenn an elie 


that this pair have so much warmth 
that brims between them, 
| couldn't see they sit in comfort 
a patch or tear — amid the scream of gales 
and flurries, 
it wasn't stained 
by Cabernet. waving gaily to passers-by 
between their kisses. 
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The City 


The city you say we hate 
has grown on me now 
and | feel no enmity with it. 


And | walked today, 


through the city you say we hate. 


| stepped in snow 

and slipped on i¢e 

but | didn't really fall — 

a railing there to rescue. 


It was cold today, in the city 
you say we hate, 

and the homeless sat 

on sewer grates 

and felt the heat blow up. 

| thought it ranked of methane 
but there wasn't an explosion. 


| was accosted, 
in the city you say we hate, 
by a man panning for coins} 


A fire truck roared past me 

in the city yousay we hate. 

Its sirens screamed like murder 

but then that/)would have been the police 
and there were none at all in sight. 


A house must be aflame, 

in the city you say we hate. 

| hope right new it's vacant, 

with a mother and’child away, 
jae)e)e}iale Mme) mela MYA ciim (on Minl-leleh 


If it's you wholve befriended, 

tell them not to worry, 

that there's a hydrant 

on the corner where they live; 
that all will be rebuilt 

by kindly neighbours and their kin; 
that they needn't feel embittered, 
blame the gridlock, shunting trains: 


Well them, while you too 


No change, no.change, no English, have time to love, 
no change, | shook my head at first, a little. 
then turned and flung two quarters at,him — 
‘om the both of us, 
hough | knew you'd disavow. Andreas Grip p 
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The Monk of St. Marseille 


Your prayers 

are duly recited 

in the Latin you learned 
while young —- 


yet still 

you fail|to forget her, 
your unrequited 
love; 


her voice,sa melodic 
Scale, sacred 

as Gregorian 
chant; 


without brass 

or string 

to accompany, 

divine its naked Key: 
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Though the sun and the rain 
take the credit or the blame, 
its the wind that roars 

like a neglected middle child, 
receiving little thunder 

for its contribution to our lives 
(for it's the water, dear, 

that nourishes; 

the rays of our star 

that causes things to grow). 


And scribes of old and new 
romance the heavens, 

the seas that tickle feet 
upon the beach, 
whispering now and then 
of the wind’s surging power 
to make the surf 

that pummels sand 

and draws our shores, 


strength reserved 

for the usual suspects, 
ignorant of the fact 

that the wind has had its fill 
of flapping flags, 


hoisting balloons, 

raising bubbles blown by children, 
keeping kites 

from knotting in trees; 


wishing to.be something more, 
paradoxically.less — gentler, yes, 
than even.the breeze 

that guides our Sails 

and bounces)hair, 


nudging tiny seeds 
when farmers 
miss their mark; 


saving a moth 

by lifting it 

out of an awaiting spider’s 
reach; 


taking sides, perhaps, heroically, 
but never tearing 
wing or web in the effort. 


And about the wind, the branches will bend from its affection 





poem & photo by Andreas Gripp 


The Season Arrived 
Tam=diceexe)are 


The season arrived in birdsong, 3 
in snowbanks receding like glaciers, 
their slow and dripping melt 
under a radiant sage of sun 

eager to redeem itself 

for its many days of absence, 

its inability to warm us 

when we needed it most, 

and winter’s cruel colding 

instilling an infiate experience 

of Pleistocene hunters and mammoths. 
of being bound inside our caves, 

of venturing into the ice ahd wind 

while we dreamt of distant:greening. 


Andreas Gripp 





39 


I’m melancholy enough to sing the blues. 
There’s surely no shortage of sadness 

vom opbudemel-rjereyele(-volem hse le-!Meltt-lee-bri ly 
my voice justa coke & crackers away 
from that gravelly, soulful sound 

that makes an authentic virtuoso. 


But then there’s my name — 
with no notable ailment or physical loss 
to grant entry to that Hall of Misery: 


Blind Lemon Jefferson, Peg Leg Howell, 
“Cripple Clarence Lofton, Blind Willie Johnson, 
James ‘Stump’ Johnson, Leukemia Louis Brown 


Let’s be perfectly honest: 


Stubbed-Toe Charlie doesn’t cut it, 
and Runny Nose Ron isn’t worthy 
to strum of endless pain and woe, 
to garner empathy the folks 
who’ pick Chess Records from the stacks, 
their singer in midnight shades, 
who knows of poverty, oppression, infirmity; 
that I inmy tripping-over-the-dog 
can never comprehend. Andreas Gripp 
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Psalm for Aquarius 


the days of my naiveté, 

when hope blasted blue 
Take-leolejama (ellie 
the constellations 
stepped out of line, 
formed new patterns, 

= gavemy-dreams-names 
that they'd discarded: 


Pisces, someday she'll adore you, 
hold your hanging head 

beside her breast, 

pluck out poisoned hooks 

inside your heart. 


And of love, it lost 

its battle with beauty, 

lives on to cut to the quick, 

chain the soul 

in heavy iron, 

to thrash hopelessly, 

like fish in a sweeping net, 

then hauled to shore 

while salvation ripples beneath, 

so cold in all its glory. Andreas Gripp 
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You've stopped 


relevenltn\-Me) ime) t- 1.8 

sensing l’ve crossed 

some sort of line, 

saying you want to preserve 
role migl—aleliallep 

this affection of another kind 
we can’t describé, 

our sibling-liké rapport, 

this anything-but-fall-in-love 
that’s protected justone of us, 
the other silently Smitten, 
burning when our touch 


-[aelellaie-1 6 
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Family Photo 


Hal 
ht 
a 


It hadn't been seen 
Taee=\e[=13) {| 
(ifa decade I 
for=1p im oY-We (=X) a (=10 | 

as such), 

there, in the frame, 

a mother and father 
ecstatic, | 

grateful you've entered 
their world; 


and you'll feel 
1dat=w e)areiie) 
Tamixe)almeymn ole p 
strain a tear 
for the parents 
that were, 


for there’s but twice 

in your life 

where you're loved 
SToWA(=1pVme (21>) 0) NV 

(and which you'll have 
lately x =tex0)| (16110) a) 


at the moment of passing 
and burial, 


FeVavo iio l-Vmaar-(elalilet=\almancelaaliare 
of sun, 

where you're cradled 

in wraps of white, 

in your mother’s crib of arms, 
your enveloping father 

proud, beaming, 


the wound of words 
an egg, untouched 
by swim of seed. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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The day before your passing, 
you leftttallto-us,; <<. 


as ifa lakeside eciede 


and in the musty attic 
where you stored your 
unspent days, 

your cards and gifts unsent, 


_your apologetic journal: 
_. your final, conscious.. 


= __ thoughts, 


for we 


The sands upon this shore - 
are littered with vreltle prints. = 
first in sandals, then without, 
that no wayward wind 

nor foaming wave 

can ever brush away; 


. when innocence and guilt 
— became the very § 


a a cobwebbed, corner mirror 
that failed to give an image, 


a window looking-forward to 
a faceless eternity. 


For Matthew, : Who Wasn't Our Father 
©2018 Andreas Gripy 





Strings of the Great Depression 


In.your.chair, 
covered in a shawl to warm you, 
hot milk by yourside, 


arthritic? Gnarled=fingers 
voulliteye miiaaye)\vA 
on elastics 
(ones that held 
your meds together), 


you speak of your farmer-father, 
coming home 
without the.radio 
he'd promised, 


and Of rubber bands, 
how he stretched them 
over a can, 
plucking them 
with his thumb. 


For music, he said, 


while you eat. 
©2018 Andreas Grpp 
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In the’park, * 

one ofthe pigeons © 
stands by the wayside, 
watching the ot ers | 


you've : sfired sid fosked 
“about our feet. 


She’s in grief, you say to me 
with conviction, 

recalling my scolding 

from an hour ago 

(for your leaving your lunch 
uneaten). 
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You add that her mate 
ECM ILC WA (ce] 

bya lunging cat, 

or maybe its wing 
Was fractured. 


THE CRORE 

why the sky _ 

suddenly seemed 

so far away, 

indifferent ” »* = 
to its laboured Hops, 
its failure to seize’ 
what was cast: 


seeds of melon, sunflower, 
bits of broken crust. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 





Why | Refuse to Write a Sonnet 


If you were to give an ape 
enough time, behind a typewriter 
I've heard, 

it will Compose an English sonnet — 
Via the laws of.chance 

and average, 

We) ||(e)amistiieemiorcies 

if needed, 

defying the rules of death, 
decomposition, 

in the process. 


lf granted a span 

of the same duration, 

| wonder if I'd fare any better, 
constantly failing 

in bumbling attempts 

at the alternating 

rhymes and schemes, 
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confusing all the a’s 

with the c's 

and then forgetting 

what guatrain should be. 


Although, if Lwere honest, 
I'd say it has nothing to do 
with technique, 


that my inability 

is tied to its subject, 
the what 

that inspires the write, 
or to’be more precise, 
the who — 


your face and your body 


untouched by my hands 
as | type & | type & | type. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 





The Fall 


I sigh.at'the sight 

of the moth I find so lifeless 
inthe garden, < 9 
rarely noting. =<" 

its beating white 

in the days or we 


and: my-fnend:who- 

from a toxic mix, concocted, 
sdid the reason.why: ; 

he longed for death” 

was.to grasp the love: 

he'd missed: while still a-breath, 


that after you have died,’ ~ 
others speak well of-you: 

spill eulogies of praise; 

cry that you'll be missed, 

say your poems were beautiful, 
your paintings, works of art, 


that all the things you’d ever done 
are now immortalized: 


* once ignored; beatified, 


-. = that he didn’t want to take his life 
_ because he loathed the sun, 


tS warmth upon his face 
»birdsong of the dawn, 


= he'd somehow feel 
o~ the intarigible toueh 
Bs SOMONE, ior syns 


its too-little; toolate 


© amival, 
‘its-better-than-never embrace, 


its invisible kiss that's heard 


when someone mourns 
at the foot of your grave. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 





Hildegaard’s Tomb 


| offered to go with you, 

to the mausoleum, 

thinking you'd said "museum," 
believing we'd gaze at vases 
and cracking busts 

made by the dead; 

instead we entered a corridor 
filled with-remains filed in rows, 
inscriptions engraved 

by the living 

in a climate-controlled 

grave, 

and | wondered which was better 
in terms of art, 

immortality: 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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Francesca, Weeding the Garden 


My daughter, all of six i 
sith 4 


os dandelions she holds _ 
“8g aN OW 7) 


we'll wish youl better 
when they‘turn to spores. 





poem & photo ©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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Unfriended 


The twist and stab 
of shunning's sting 
gave birth to death, 
my spirit’s fling 


with living. 


| was hoping to be here 
much longer. 


Because so great 
your expectation, 
there left little 

to be given. 


©2018 Andreas Gaop 
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América 


The isthmus was the adhesive 
Ne Nem are) (eli ae melom Cole(-1tal—1m 
like fraternal twins conjoined, 
[ole <—T0 ll o)’ar- ei kele).<-co Ma lee 


PN alow dslee/¢miq ele) ¢-reme elim eal la 
brittle and ready to snap, 

the mightiest ships 

of imperial fleets 

could only turn away; 

to round Cape Horn ata crawl, 
to meet Pacific\waves. 


El Canal de Panama, 
christened in 14, 


in the summer of the Serbian shot. 


Yes, this brings us Yen and Yuan. 
Yes, this hews in half the journey. 


But brother, earthen brother, 
your breath is not as close, 
and strangers sail the space 
between our scars. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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The Mall of America 
Celebrates Earth Day — 


Let us raise our fossil fuels 
from Cretaceous tombs of stone. 


Let the cancer of our toxins 
spread to rivers and their lakes. 


Let us raze the jungles 
for our sprawl 

that needs more wood, 
for the cattle 

that have to graze 

and the burgers 

that we ingest. 


Let the forest 
turn to desert 
__ and the dolphins 
drown in nets. 


Let consumption 
reign supreme 
and our TVs 
spread the word: 


See, we've given seeds 
to blond Boy Scouts, 
engraved our logo 

on their trees. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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From inside the louvre door 
Isimhale.the lily-of-the-valley 
bestowed in aromatic wafts, 


Incanshear. the fleeting patter 
of rain from cauliflower 
clouds brimming coal- 
blotch grey, 

the red-breasted nuthatch 
exclaiming it’s coming home 


with limp worm supreme 


and that there will indeed 
be a sunset after dinner 
from its vantage above 


this portal of privacy slits, 


this giver of air and of sound, 


taker of water and light, 
which only the grieving 


and sometimes the blind 
accept as worthy sacrifice. 
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Aprés Renovation 
©2018 Andreas Gapp 





EW ARSTey ire] 


Branch’s buds 
burst into blossoms, 
pinkish petals, 
grass-green leaves. 


ie) View (oxe \ists 
its speckled.eggs 
in-nests: 


Eggs-are birds 
yet.to be:born. 


Flight is. Jove ascending; 
wings but leaves 
not fastened.to trees. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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Panthera Leo 


That heavenly bliss, where is its promise? 


| looked for lambs that lay with lions 
just to see one in the jaws of a King. 


| will shear its royal mane while it is sleeping, 
paste it as a beard 

onto the face of an heir apparent, 

one of my own biased choosing — 


and | will say that peace has come, 
that there’s no more room 

for melancholy, 

lalial-sal(em-ie) alee) me(-r- tam 


Hear it, the roar of a dolphin 
in waves; 


and see it, amid the bramble 
of your own backyard, 
EMasleleisaliaremele)y= 

fefo}al-mele)(o Mm aat-\[-j (em 

ruler of an aberrant Earth. 


©2018 by Andreas Gripp 
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— for Carrie 
* 


They no longer believe 

that f will lay it down, 

that I'll cease to write these poems 
and they are right. - 


Anever said 
+ I wouldn't draft a verse, 
al a stanza on my love for you 
jand for Summer's « ; 


im 


sid far between and few 
it will emerge, 

and just between 

the three of us: 


You, my honey love, 

myself, ever seeking to find, 

and that which is someday found, 
on earth as it is in heaven. 
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— 
a 


CLAALZL 


Zz, 
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At the Tone: 17 hours, 46.minutes, ©2018 Andreas Gripp 
Coordinated Universal Time 


a 
It all occurred in the course : and on a darkened street in Copenhagen, 
of a rooftop pigeon’s blink: a skinhead hugs a Jew 

he would have beat with a club 

the homeless streaming only seconds before, 
into lofty bank towers 
decreed low-cost housing ‘ Hell's Angels pop wheelies 
by politicians who truly gave’a damn, as they bringianned goods 


bankers themselves , BOF Milels Ye Bio) cinlele) ee 


saying to hell with the profits? ’ Colombian cart 

and building wells and clinics ’ burn their hash & heroin, 

in the horn of Africa, Jerry Springer 

Africans feeding their own talks quantum physics on the BBC, 
with manna that snows 

from the hands of a loving God while in a gnarled thicket 

who really does exist, in the woods of Minnesota, 
killing in His name ceasing Ted Nugent drops.a rifle 

with the clang at the foot of a deer 

of a million guns he embraces as a son, 

being thrown to the war-torn ground which needn't fall and bleed 

at the same splinter of being, when love's been said and done. 
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Snow Peas 


At first glance, 

the snow peas are strangling 
the peppers — 

the stringy ends 


of their stretching vines 


wrapped 

around their neighbour's 
stem, tugging them 

by the “throat.” 


Then, another perspective 
offered: 

It’s not of violence 

or of struggle, 

the Bodhisattvas murmur 
from the brush, 

always finding the good 
below the surface, 

it’s the longing of love’s 
embrace. 


They too have need 
of this, don’t you see? 
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if the right kind o 

will allow — 

in our lovemaking, ©) 
our murders, : 
_out’scaling of mountain 
and stairs, 


a 


late Mal ¢-mm (7) o) tale] 
“6ff.a trestle, 
when all’s become too much — 


TT —Me) atmo | A= 

towards the river, 
disappearing 

in water’s crest, 
engulfed belowthe — 
ripples, in the darkness 
where light is lost. 
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Upon scribbling another poem on dying 


(—~-. ae 





+ 


the writer bid adieu 

to the spray-paint tags 

and needles, 

the cracking plaster walls™” 
and the busy bars 

of intoxicants; 


tt. 


purchased 

a humble cottage 
in the country, 

at the time the sap 
was dripping, 


and the words as well 
grew sweeter, 

the maples in the stanzas 
to nevermore be cut, 


cleared away for sprawl 


OF serve as Paper fos 2 POCM gem Ut 
that spewed of cities, 


their muffled hunger pangs, 2 
their riffs = ee _ " ? 
‘ Gripp 
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He’s showered with disdain 

by candy wraps and bubblegum, 
by pools of the great unflushed, 
and though he’s cleared contagions 
beneath our steps, 

cleaned our counters of its germs, 
he’s open season for callous jokes 
and blackened fruit mere inches 
from the basket meant to catch 
what ranks and rots. 


That's what he’s paid for 
is the license to squalor, 
turning his rubber gloves 
from cotton white 

i Coe f-Teey-le [mel ce) 08 


He doesn’t have a caddy 

and oysters missed the menu 

by some ninety grand or so. 

His office holds a mop and broom 
and no one comes to call 

when .D.’s not on the door. 


alm Uille(el-Mlimelirad(—leMalle]al 

awakes a nagging, seal-like cough — 
for doctors have their pick to park, 
their choice of seats and sex, 

and he should have finished Ehrlich 
when he had his only chance, 

and learned to look the dying 

in their soiled, watered eyes. 





ah al-mCrey-| 


When we stopped at Sheppard’s farm, 
(elu m=) ole) t-te ig(-Mis(-Jale|(-\-s-Me(o)- 16 
unfettered, unfenced. 


SYeledalr- Melillo mm ol(-t- late mer 
its milk to make our chee 


While we wait, | read 

of the centre-fielder 
folvoyeye)iaremint-y (nlalialem—ie (ella) 
fly. 


A'tinny clang of bellsignals 
sprints In’grass land- 
scape. ™ 


Dear discarded from the sheep, 
our wine is that much better 
late Melb im o)¢=1-(oMI-MelU|\mel reunite p 


Who would choose to blame you? 
Who would choose to blame you? 
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Fabric Carnations, or My Dog was a Vegetarian 


The flowers in my house are a fraud, 
marigolds that never wither, 
forsythia forever fake 

with vibrant yellow that doesn’t fade, 
daisies dotted about 

as if | had an eternal supply, 

the faint of sight and squinters 
never guessing the awful truth, 

nor those who call, congested, 
unaware they’re counterfeit. 


For years, before | built what’s bogus, 
this simulated sham of silk, 

every bluebell, phlox and lily 

were rich in wondrous redolence, 


Concealing the smell of “Spot” — 
my shaggy, shedding dog 


with neither blotch nor ofiginal name, 


who’d eat'the roses when in season, 


plucking petals when backs were turned. 


The dog was mine for a decade, 
had a couch he claimed as his own, 
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an old stuffed cat with which he played 
but never thought to bite or chew. 


When he died, 

| was told to go back 

to blooms, genuine, 

the ones that I’d discarded 
after "Spot" had overate, 


rid the rooms of imitations, 
inhale the fragrant scent of life. 


It’s all a fabrication | replied: 
aromas from the freshly 

cut, telling the world 

they’re bleeding, 

their beauty-in-a-vase, embalming; 


that flowers too love living 
as much as a man or departed pet, 


that my forgeries are better, 
no perfumes to pronounce what's dead. 





©2018 Andreas Gripp 


Socks : 


X 
* 


The most ifsulting reason 
you can give 

for decliging an invitation 
is that i 

(or may > rearrange 
fatlimele- lee 


i 


have to fold your socks 


There’s gothing exciting 
Fleleltiate ace 


They lo@k plain silly 
in sandals; 


4 
wearing white 
a a r faux pas. 


The only heed 

| pay them 

is when'icheck they’re not 
mismatched “ 


I’d never give a pair 

on Christmas Eve, 

or Valentine’s, 

or even Office Workers’ Day; 


and what they cannot 

‘ahd will not be, 

“aside from a token of love, 

is an excuse froma family function 
or an escape from a date that’s made, 


with the girl you think is too 

ugly, 

the one you’d like to flee from 
though you’ve never checked her out 
below the knees. 
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Penny-Farthing 


You sense I'm not impressed 
with your selection. 

It's antique, you say 

and British at that. 


| will not be seen 

on such a bicycle as this, 
its front wheel a mammoth 
and its rear a mere mouse. 


Unloved by me it will wilt 
from encroaching rust 
and loathing, 

like the bicycle built for two 
which you despised, 

the one | acquired 

for a pittance and a pence, 
dreaming we had desire 
by which to ride, 

turning corners 

without a care. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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Maybe 


When you turned to me 
and raised your brow, 
| too made a face. 


~~ 
~ 


He sauntered past: 
grey, dishevelled, ie 
second-hand clothes: 
still rank with beer 

Fl ale lg ale) <=m 


The ‘little girl beside him 
was Clean and bright ' 
Fl ale i-)gal=1|(=1e Me) m-se)-] oF 


WEW el- alm em aie father 


(o) ot a=) mel g-lale(er-lep 


WEEWiel-m-p-lir-lalel-18 

Slalom el-igi-iare(-1e) 

YM alow of-lalat-lale|(=10 m 

Ta ige)al ee) antal-mer-lele har) ol c-) 


-a block away. 


ig Maybe he had a few coins 


Tare) oli: hier gumballs 


Es ‘instead. of the cigarettes 


ea. he-was gentle 
M-laromei(ciabencolael|-mal-iar-im@al(elalt 


when. owls. made their perch 
and roosters-knew their time 
was coming. 
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Come Winter In the summer sun, 


the moth believes its beauty 
rivals the butterfly’s. 


In the summer sun, 
the plainness of white 
is gleaming, vivid; 

its diminutive wings 
casting a canopys 
shade. 


You are beautiful 

under the summer sun. 
Come winter, 

yours will be the effulgence 
outshining the snow, 

whose shadow Is a swirl 

of turquoise, lilac, 

circles of garnet and gold. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp p me 4 
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Fugue in F minor 


The key of F 

is not for failure, 

and minor/major —it,does not mk 
for it’s in 
your honour alone. 


Love needn't be 


anachronistic, 
not the kind of love , 
where clefs and staffs are scribed, 


with an eccentric 
ensemble 
to accompany: 


the prodigy from Vietnam 

on violin, 

the harpist a sobered drunk, 

the swan-song cellist 

soloing 

‘fore his heart disease takes hold, 
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and on a harpsichord 
| will play, 


‘the “piano” before the Baroque, 


ake a melody 
a 
unmarried 


y tothe past, 
~ say what’s old was not yet born, 


that it was ahead of Its time 
all the while, 


that its disappearance — hibernation, 


a slumber : 
to prepare ‘its.unleashing 
on your vibrant; youthful ears, 


never expecting the passion 


from what's creased and salty grey. 
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Omnipotence 


As a novelist, you say, 

you have the powers of a god, 
the death and life of characters 
in your potent, scribing hand — 
deciding who is loved 

and who survives, 

who is buried 

or burnt to ash, 

strewn into the Ganges, perhaps, 
or left to rest in a marble urn 
over a family’s fireplace. 


Piddling details aside, 

let's promote the poet 

iCoM cal —me)iilal| ole) <14) al Me) ce Me) me] k 

a God unmatched by others, 
nilelelom (alm vey e le) 

to what it really should have been 
Cire le Clam) Melo) B 

when the Spirit hovered 

over the waters’ face; 


make a Pangaea that never splits, 


do away with all division, 
trim the claws of carnivores, 
let the lions chew the grapes 
of flowered fields, 


and if that’s asking way too much, 
at least allow your hero 

the saving kiss of his beloved — 
do not let him drink himself 

to a shrivelled, pitied state, 

nor allow his neck 

to fit into 

your frayed and knotted noose; 


show the mercy you. believe 

you never got, 

show the dead and deities 

how it could have been much better 
(imelal van ele] 

had been in charge), 


ElaleMeleatelar-\ liar WV (S11) 
return 

to get the work that’s needed 
done = 

do it now and do it quickly, 


in the loving, 
triune lines 


of your haiku. 
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Astronaut 


The child still in me 

imagines the what-will-I-be- 
when-I-grow-up 

becoming true: 

gaping out of a space station 
window, gawking below 

at a world tilted drunk, 

lovers looking up at a faint fuzz 
of light, thinking I’m a falling star 
on which to offer wishes, 
granted or otherwise, 

my own but to never plunge back 
into the sea, believing 

the lack of oxygen a lie, 

that | can breathe like the moon 
and illuminate the darkest 

of all skies. 





©2019 Andreas Gripp 


72 


An 
Ephemeral 
Affair 


On our final day together, 
my lover brings a. blossom, 
a solitary bloom, 

says flowers are lost 

by the dozen, 

that the beauty 

at the top of a single stem 
explodes upon an iris, 

that an orb should not absorb 
a flood of fleeting, 
Lie-\e||(=Mete) (eo) 0] 


| take my darling’s gift 
and soak her mahogany hair 
with my eyes, 

grateful that I'll remember, 
LoX=M Co} Too) i nt=migelalelsy 
we've felt, the pond 

by which we sat 

upon a wooden bench 

for two, 

pitching pennies 

for a wish, 

knowing nickels 

purchase more, 

are less toxic 

to the fish. 
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Yard One, Civic Election You heard a knock — 
upon the door; 
| begged you not to open 


He’s there; again, isnt he? 
The man from city hall, 

the one with leaflets, 
slogans, pitching us 

to vote 


| point to the neighbour's 
house across the street. 
Needles on the 

lawn, a tricycle bent 

by a car, 

and unpaid bills that.sail 
mid-air 


Catch one, | dare to say, 
as you smile to-him 
apologetically. 
Take the place of 

©2018 Andreas Gripp children playing ball 
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November Rose 


It's a Jane or Johnny-come-ately, 

the solitary rose in my garden, 
EWir-lay-c-iaule) (ole) elm el-i(-1(-1eMe)lele)ig 
that's risen when the others have died. 


it has none to compete for attention, 
isn't lost in a sea of red. 


| ponder its predicament, 

think of it as lonely, 

regretting it didn't blossom sooner 
when the buzz of flying insects 
were droning their affection. 


I'll water it in the evening, 

as stars speck the sky in Autumn's cool. 
I'll sing it to sleep 

as | retire, 

pray for grace 

should the frost strike swift. 
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WY akexe)ag) oXek-3) (le)ame) m=re]e(e 8 

for you, has been rejected, 

not because the sentiments 

were bad;-or the’structure 

of verse and chorus; 

but that | played the chords 

ona banjo 

when | should have used-a guitar. 


You say the banjo 

is a trite, hee-hawed:thing, 
for barefoot; hick-town loafers 
Wiliamer-Varel late moyag-\i') 

between their teeth. 


'dlike to change the words, 
dedicate. it to another, 

one’ who doesn’t'ridicule 
the music of the mountain, 
one who'd know its origins, 
before Burl Ives’ arrival. 


Bania, 
Tae (alm t= laleliavelomcolalel elm 
from the minstrels 
fo) ig\-WNigler- lame 
whose moonlight lovers My Lover Hates Roy Clark 
But Hasnt Heard of Sufjan Stevens 
never shunned 


their poignant serenades. ©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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vv a 


Veil ny 


The In your sour middle age We 
Winemaker’s. you wt nN grapes 


1 ¢hoose to retall youl 
in another, kinder vision: 


fromshis father’s 
a ¥ipenied vines, 
_-=pépping globules 
pits (oleimantel ei 
<n the cfs he’ d gone away, =. 


to bast upon yo 
Se: A 


~ much bétterth 


the ones uponthe grot ground) 
assigned pateis and the! yy 
he cursed. 
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Raking Leaves 
with Anneliese 


tS) al-male) (ele) olin mau) 0) (0]t-10 Ml o)-[0 <9 

as | heave loads of coloured leaves 
into theircrinkled, paper mouths 
like’a backhoe dropping dirt 

Ta olk- i oll 


The Stasi took my father 
into@he night, she firmly sighs. 
| sent letters to the prison 

but | never heard a word. 


I ate) (We fe) (o[—1a mm-tor- 19-1 mace) t-le[—m 
fallen like unpicked apples. 
Some have twisting worms, 
limp as flimsy laces 

on my loosely-knotted shoes. 


She says mother stayed in sackcloth, 
with a veil that didn’t lift 
in public places. 


Autumn's biting wind 
scatters half our work away, 
fo] 0] am F=(ol-s- mace ealialemalelanle) 
am cclaliaemicelale 
©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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y | The violin’s colour has faded, 
like a novel in a bookshop window 
that’s faced the sun for several weeks. 


It was a brownish-red I'd say, 
} maroon you'd call it, 
| a double entendre no doubt, 
its body begotten of trees, 
its nylon voice a language 
transcending all 
1dpt= 1a Co)ale|U(-- ar \V-) 810), 


You haven't even touched it 
in the three years since he died, 
} the one you were to marry. 
But | sense you'll clasp it a final time, 
perhaps after gentle prodding, 


to play the melody you once envisioned, 
not saying whom it is for, 

though | really needn’t ask, 

feign surprise at its denouement: 


EM lo)alem-lalom' lila meelel- B 
EWilleteliarem iain clip 

the splintered wood and silence 
entreating no applause. 





79 


How lonely it must be 

to be a spider in the basement, 
one that’s sitting on its web, 

in a corner without light, 
awaiting that rare arrival, 


Lial-w ale) ol—te hfe) mmo) imear-lale—m alee] 0 lal cim 


when an insect-thing 

will venture where it knows 

it really shouldn't, 

get trapped in sticky white, 

kick its hair-like limbs 

in a panic, 

sensing deep-down in resistance 
that the end has inevitably come, 
there’s no escaping this alive, 
i=) ale tal-mN(-1e)e)| ale} 

ol -Yollalaliarem com elelelaler= 

as its maker at last approaches. 


| sometimes have to wonder 

if the spider ever pities, 
considers mercy for a moment, 
seeing its tiring victim struggle 
in the seconds before the kill; 
being tempted, 


ale) @ oh’ of- 1a le lime) te) an -mere)¢¢]ey- 10) gh 


1o]U1@ o)Ymtales--me) Mm Axe)(-1/(0)¢R 
iU/eye)rlaliiaremtarci@elmalelare(—g 
lalem ite! a\/-mcoMm(-1-10 m- elem alelala 


taking an instant to say hello, 
in its sly, spidery way, 


enjoy the twinning breath 

fe) Mere) st] ey 10\'A 

a meeting of insect/arachnid 
eyes, 

wish it could share a tale or two, 
get to know this flying creature, 
fellow cellar-dweller, better, 


hope there’s no karma-bearing 
fo] dU fo {elmo mv/-1ale(-r- late 
doled by divinity, 


that its prey will understand, 
know the slaying isn’t personal, 
idat=)@ntat—m o)ialelamr-lareme)i(a-1¢-me 8] (01,@ 
that the blood that’s drained 

is a gift, 

gratefully received, 


that calming sleep comes first, 
so deep in life’s last ebbing 
there’ll be the precious chance 
to dream. 


The excuse | use to avoid cleaning under the stairs 
©2018 Andreas Gripp 





Witssta the Cat Please keep an eye on your son, 
g he continues to sit at the window, 
©2018 Andreas Gripp drawing a face 

with pointed ears, 

several wisps 

of frowning whiskers 

when condensation will allow, 


staring into the street 

where his beloved had been killed, 
run over during the night, 

perhaps struggling 

to get back up 

only to be struck and struck again; 


and at least he was spared 
that sight, seeing 

but the aftermath 

at early morning's dawn 
(traumatic as it was), 


shrieking, 

wishing he'd called the feline in 
at his bidden time for bed 

(still too early 

as any eight-year-old 

will tell you); 


but now he doesn’t argue 
over when to fall asleep, 
clutching his pillow tightly, 
hoping he'll hear it purr. 
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WN avom =] a}:40 1-14-80) ms) ol-] age) 


Your sister is dead. 


We plant seedlings by her grave 
in April, when Spring seduces 
with all its promise, moisten 

the ground with ajug of water 
and say how, years from now, 

a bush will burst and flower, 

be home toa.family of sparrows, 
each knowing the-other by name: 


| ask you if birds have-names, 

like Alice, Brent, Jessica‘and James; 
if mother and father bird 

call them in when it rains, 

say settle here in branches 

amid thé leaves that keep you dry — 
not in English, mind you, 

or any other human tongué 

but in the language of sparrows; 
each trill, each warbling, a repartee, 
a crafted conversation of the:minds. 


| then notice that we never 
see the birds when it rains, 


how they disappear 
in downpours, seeking shelter 
in something we simply cannot see. 


When.we’re old, 

when we come. to remember 

the loved one that you've lost, 
they il'be shielded in our shrub, 
nota short-and stunted one, 
butya grand, blessed growth, 
like:the’one that spoke to Moses, 
aflame, uttering 

LAM WHO: AM, 


one that- towers, dense with green, 
a monument to the sister 

you treasured 

and to the birds that she adored, 
naming the formerly fallowed 
hallowed, sacred, 

remove your shoes, 

Spirits and-Sparrows dwell 

and sibilate secrets 

we’re unworthy to hear. 


e2 








We celebrated the liv 
“Stomping ant hills in:o 
and swatting flies:tha 


We didn’t meant6¥ really, 

take the role of sinners 

purging blood reborn 

in sacramental wine; 

we preferred the blue: the white of clouds 

aloftyheads drawnto heaven, 

asking why, we vere f 62018 Andreas Gripp 
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Winter Solstice 


Christmas 

with an ex-lover 

is spent whenever 
there’s time to spare, 


Toms (ole (=) YA Mian | rem e]0 me) —1 a 
with the promise of friendship 
Elalemilien 

ale) eave mColm dare liiare mi (elerem 


but the flames are merely embers, 
like the Sun in its tepid glow, 
forsaking us much too soon F 
on this shortest day of the year. 


So I'll make you Darjeeling, 
my darling, 
iUfofol-Tal Mere hyom ele mar-lale| 

* into mine - 


i(olmet-10(ellalem-Me](e\-m-)y4-ma MET: VR 
fe ]e}isto MU -m-Vale) ©) e) ale m (ome (on 
the warmth of tea and touch 


creating such a beautiful lie. 4. . 
al 


2 
a ©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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My Cat is Half-Greek 


or Zeus left the Acropolis open again 


My cat communes with the mythical, 

with the infinite and glorious invisible, 
getting an inside track on the weather 

and when the sky's about to change its tune. 


My cat leaps up and tells me 

whenever it's about to rain, 

by the way she wiggles her whiskers 

and tilts her head beside the bathroom wall. 


My cat instinctively knows 

when it’s going to pour in Noachian proportions, 
when the neighbours will pound the door 

and beseech us to let them in, 


their basements flooded and the water still rising. 


Silly cat, tumbling around with slanted head 
and twitching whiskers — 

I'm only turning on the shower. 

Go back to your bed of sleep — 

and dream of chasing moths in the garden, 
the sun brighter than an Orion Nova 

and your shadow in pursuit as you run. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 


Let's not talk of storms today 
despite the warnings you sense from above: 


Perhaps those sounds you hear 

are the thunderous ‘applause 

from the pantheons up from their seats, 
as Taurus snags the matador; 

the rumbling that of Hercules in hunger, 
starving for the love of Deianeira, 

she who brings his eyes to overflow 
with spit and.drizzle, a few simple sobs 
to remind us men and beasts 

that the deities too feel that which pains us all, 
blotting out the sun 

when there’s none to share their sorrow. 


Orit may only be Aphrodite 

Calling you in for your dinner, 

unaware you have a home with me, 
cavorting with the mortals 

since we bow to your meows and your purrs, 
our closest, intimate link to both the eternal 
and the divine. 





Tally Marks 


| etched seven, 

not as 7 

or even VII, 

but as HH ||, 

a whole week’s 
worth of vagueness, 
Waiving the classic 
ease of Arabic, 

the Roman’s 


pillared grandeur; 


and you rightly assumed 
that | was counting down 
to something, ticking days 
until what’s better 
eventually came, 


my number again 
numerical, 
concurrently revered 
and wicked: 


FMealelants)ar-laiaige) (= 
fe) me |(oF 
or the scratch 


of infidelity, 


a septet of iniquities 
grievous, 
primeval marvels 


fo) Me) b] a4 (0) ol 


Always complete; 
sometimes lucky. 
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oovo7rQA25> O-0ONG 


TU-Ag 


| was always an A+ student in geography — 
really, | was. Knowing all our provincial capitals 
by rote, filling in the blanks 

of fifty wordless states 

late Mere)agiigreme) eM iiualeal-mele) (el <1) a ge]0 iC) 

from New Delhito Beijing 

on a globe without any boundaries. 


But | thought Tuscany was in France — 


‘not the home of Florentine. 


0 excuse for this blunder 
could easily blame 


the Pinot Noir, 


its fragrant burn, hint of berries, 


and the fishnet-stockinged waitress 
who had'sung its praise to me 
/in’a Monte Carlo accent 


but then I'd be guilty 

fo) io} cel—jatl glen inl-Mig-\—rele)ag) 

of that smallest of nations 

that took Grace Kelly away, 

left me thinking the Riviera 

was little more than bikinis and baguettes 
rele tal-wele)ge(—)me|—mas[-)4e(-yme) im ial—m er-laltois 
specking sand upon his canvas 

by the shore. 
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love me or 

don’t love me 

it’s never as simple 

as that 

when your beloved 

is broken 

and the fractures 

look like the straightest 


lines you’ve ever seen 
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4 awa ii The summer gusts 

are making Lake Huron 
look like the ocean — 
and | envision for a moment 
surfers roaring to shore 
at Waikiki 
and this landscape littered 
with high-rise condos, 
beachfront Hiltons 
where the conifers are 
and the skateboard kid 
a gofer 
for the drug runner 
up in the penthouse. 


EW olel-1 (ago) gel-lel-j[0(-1 
by Andreas Gripp 


There’s little sand to spare 
when tourists congregate 
by the thousands and 
thousands of miles away 
from that reverie 

I’m suddenly grateful 

for this water’s low salinity, 


that it’s free of sharks 
and jellyfish stings, 


that the jetlagged couple 
who'd stomp on my towel 
aren't here, too rude 

to say they are sorry. 
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Tamdat=molecliel-tem ola emia lee 

at the base of that which held it, 
igo) e) otto Me) m-1| ole) a=1a1 4-1) 

by a walker unaware, 

the push of a careless hand — 


for you would have been a branch, 


mighty, housing birds 
and a path for squirrels, 
coloured leaves 
Elalem-Melley-) @elm yale) A 


upheld the silence 

of the air, the hush 

of forest frost, 

the sleep before the snap 
from boots below. 
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Metronome —~ | 
You never had a clock 
within your home, 

just a single metronome, 


keeping tempo more im Srtant 


‘ a the time, {he }. 


its clicks a call to dance, 

without the chains of start and siop, 
that never issue edicts to awaken, 
no pre-set ring to jolt 

from peaceful dreams, 


2 


no big and little hands 

that point to numbers 
which command, 

saying when it's time to eat 
and when to leave, 

when to walk the dog 

or check for mail, 


just a steady, rhythmic beat 
of unfettered sound, 


the passing of the hours 
©2020 Andreas'Gripp?, all unnamed. 
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Even on the eve of Juné 

you're early, 

your telescope set by six o'clock — 
to scan the roofless sphere, 

as you used to do with your child 
before the day she succumbed 

to sickness, 

before her locks of hair fell out 
and your lulling-to-slumber stories 
were heard by eager, itching ears. 


She'd said from the hospital bed 
her ghost would guide you 

to discover - 

stars and worlds 

not seen by a sea 

of billions and billions 

of eyes, 


when the hues of tranquil sky 
have come to lose 
eir sun-birthed blue, 


become 
the midnight black 
that’s needed for light 


to speak from afar. The Astronomer 
©2019 Andreas Gripp 
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The Decoy 


My hunter friend, like Pinocchio, 

the one | haven't converted eager to be turned 

to my “animals-have-feelings-too” into the real thing, 
frame of mind, uses 

a,wooden decoy hoping its rifle-bearing 
insan.attemptto fare some ducks, 


¥ l« make it flesh and bone, allow 


the painted; Smiling duplicate 
suceesstul in iis duty: 
three already shot today, 
bagged and ready to carve. { } 
«UE to this hanter's-calloused-heart, 
If objects hadiliving souls, Ars SBspot a chance at its-own 
| wonder how it would feel: ya : redemption, 


a traitor, > haveits maker 
causing the death of what it mimics; see its feathered shape 
as something more than food. 
floating on water like a wannabe bird, 
even feign it could fly if it wanted to, 
have its pick of choicest mates; 
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St. Christopher's Playground 


That boy who plays alone 
is a future poet, 


the way he throws the ball 
against the wall 
betrays it best: 


a bounce against the bricks 
and rolling past the other kids — 


none to pick it up for him, 
landing in the mud. 


Look at how he cleans it: 

his sleeves absorb the earth, 
the water, 

the melding of the two. 


See its mock rotation, 
still wet with residue, 
its slow and soggy spin 
cupped by his wobbly, 
sodden hands, 


giving time 
Ce) ¢)aY=lnl (oyna elsx0) @)( <1 
to get off, 


the ones that stay behind 


to write the reason 
they cannot jump. 
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Initials 


After you left, 

| carved our initials 

into the stump of a fallen tree. 

| tallied its age before death, 
thought of its stunted remnant 

as a trunk, soaring 

to swirling heights, with arms 

that housed the bliss of many birds, 
our love now wrapped in the rings 
that spoke of years, to a time 
when heart and bark and wing 
were very much alive. 
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| want its return 

as alate summer day, 

with a sun that warms our arms 
still bared by breezy, 

*. short-sleeved shirts, 


"with the kids settled in 


at school, first-day jitters 
all behind, 


2 red and yellow 
coding games of chance. 
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Saturday ew seitscn. 


The backyard birds 
have competition. 


| came here 

to hear them, 

their morning melody, 
rousing like a symphony 
with a wind-blown, branch 
as baton, 

small and’so frail, 

severed off a tree 

by a sunrise gust 

from the south. 


The men next door 

are re-roofing their_house, 
hammering shingles 

while their radio blares 

a wicked country brew: 

FWer- [ele] 0) ate) ame) mali ay 

and Texas drawl, 


with she’s-a leavin’ me 
behind in.muh tears 
accompanied by their raucous 
talk and the snap 

of beer-in-a-can. 


pluck weeds from the garden, 
ears straining 

for the inimitable notes 

of nature, 

wishing the robins 

could drown 

the pedal steel, 

the pedestrian 

commercial pap, 


that their crescendo 
devour 

the chorus of nails 
and woe-is-me, 


stain the fresh-laid black 
with white 
when they are finished. 





Japanese Robot 


Dr. Zimmer's acquisition 
Caused his colleagues 

to stop and wonder: 

a@ single man, never wed, 
never telling tales of 

love and sex, 


and now, living with this 
curvy, comely being 

made of wires in lieu of veins, 
simulated layer of skin, 
synthetic stream of hair. 


Sue-Lin, her name, she has a name 
he'd say, always emphasizing 
she, never it 


and when we came to visit, 
she was seated at the table, 
greeting us with a blink, 

anod and a gracious smile; 


and yes, he still did all the cleaning, 
and yes, he spoke so very gently, 
complimenting her, 


even singing happy birthday 
when we all sat down for cake 
(which we never saw her eat); 


and yes, hers was a separate bed, 
in a separate room, 

and he always knocked first, 

he told us, never touched her 
without consent, 


wrote Some verse for her 
in English, 

awaiting her translation, 
marvel she'd uncover 

all his metaphors for love: 


She was never really programmed 
for either poetry or passion. 
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Trumpet Player 


Trumpet player, 

hold your note against the backward mind 
(o) JS tnY-Wete}yo\-we)m'/e]¥| me)+) o)¢—1-s-\6) «ms 
stomping off to office towers, 

cubicles and charts. 


Do your solo 

on the spur, 

the squall of sound 
that lets us know 

the anger of your race, 
the family left behind 

in run-down walk-ups. 


Sweat from your brow 

iviate(-lm ale) me) (e(—mltelag 

and rail against its calm. 

Tip the scales both low and high 
Elale Melo ia elo. tler- lV 


Trumpet player, play for her, 
the one you loved, now gone. 
Make it seem 

that flags have dropped 

with sailors dead at sea. 
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gaslit 


tubber-room reservation 
crooked strait- 

jacket bracketed 

Hla inline Meyediallelas 

on opiate overdose 
you'd driven me to 

in recesses without a bell 


and the pal in principal 
never showed in 

detention détente 

Tate (at-Were)(e MU -1m [lait 1h (Te 
to build its berlin wall 


you were hammered 

in the hammer 

when hamilton lost its smog 
and the steel was stolen 

so stealthfully 


the stole was fake and the mink 
still has its fur— 

even your steak has a stake 

in its future— 


see the bean curd 

curdle on the plate 

it mirrored meat but never was 
it’s the only thing you ever pitied 
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es . 
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I'll sign my pseudonym to your confession, 
echo expletives in overture, 

regretting the passing through birth canals, 
staging reenactments 

of the favourite, precious moments 

from the history of Hillside High: 


How they tore your dress in ribbons, 
keeping snippets as souvenirs, 
your weeks of toil 

on your mother's machine 

all for fucking naught. 


And when your face broke out in acne, 
you'd said it was a case of hives, 
caused by the stress of obligations, 
that your father fell behind 

in clipping coupons, your brother 
caught on tape in tights 

your former friend forsook, 

that, and the rest of memorabilia, 
home to spiders making nests 

in all your letters penned to boys. 


Now no one writes by hand: 
tapping emojis on their phones 

or clicking left on a plastic mouse, 
while those annoying ringtones 
clench your fists and badger 

your Spock-like ears, 


hearing / just called 

tosay I/love you 

on the cell of a passer-by, 

thinking Superstition would have been 
a better choice, 

something Stevie’s not ashamed 

to Say he sang. 


You know | never thought you fat, 
that unibrow was a dumb-ass word 
from the kids rolling grass 

in. the pit, near the schoolyard, 
While the principal turned his nose 
and feigned congestion. 


You cry that kindergarten 
was a kinder place, 

that cruelty, though innate, 
had yet to fruit and flower, 
still covered in inches of ice. 


Let's go back to the monkey bars 

and hang upside-down while it snows, 
feeling flakes melt on our faces 

as the blood goes rushing to our heads, 
suspending the law of gravity 

OF pretending to the world that we can, 
on any given moment, without notice — 


deferring our death if we want to. 





This was to be 


This was to be 

of thrushes in trees 
on an ambient, 
awakening dawn, 


but all of their feathers 
have fled, 

the boughs that gave rest 
have been ploughed, 


the asphalt pathways 
trill of smog, 
our voices too choked 


to chime in. 
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Haiku 


Scar in my center 
Folded skin denoting loss 
Birth’s disconnection 
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haiku 


Wi a(-m-1e1-) a) me) mer-ler- 16 
as reeds begin to sway. 
A lone heron in the distance. 


PAV aTe|g=r- ©] a] 0) 0) 
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Pe 
Ne say the birds 


are singing when we wake, 


our assumption 
that they’re happy. 
a : 


When | open the window 
on this cloudless Summer 
morning, . 

I heat chatter, not scales 


ike where’ the worms 
might be burrowing 
or that the widow 


has placed frésh seed, Nee 


, 


ela beware, 
that cat’s been eyeing us 
again, = 


fe egesmouriace 
sh ° 


or did anyone catch 


re “what the cardinal was up to 


; last night? : %: 


lertiabe. Ii 

jho need o Hear, 
a gently played concerto, + 
a yoking of keys ¥ 
late Mey mi cgiile te 


a 


and so I'll raise ngs: s 


lume, > 
#1 berate Ae) condudt 
W hcalm y. 


¥ pee Oat, conveyed in arias «* 
with ngated pause, 


where the obitis, 

if they Want to, cam take a 
break from breakfast gossip, 
blend with the second 
pastoral movement, 

omg scherze, Be 


Bare a moment to o'brightas 


their we may-have=— 
aa i 


dud in ert, as joyfuls *, 
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On the loneliness of drowning 


The moment you are drowning 

is a time you're not alone. 
Somewhere in this world, 

at this very same instant, 
someone else has slipped 
beneath the surface of the water: 


perhaps a doting father 
or a wide-eyed little girl, 
a homeless youth swept off a pier 


or a banker from a plunging plane, 


their lungs 

filling with the wet 

that quickly kills, 

their arms and legs all flailing 
in an effort to reach for air. 


Unlike all the other 


ways to die — by bullet or by flame, 


by the weight of crumbling walls 
whenever the ground 
begins to quiver, 


by the stealthy crawl of cancer 
or the inevitable toll of age - 


drowning has a way, 

for a moment, 

of allowing the dead to float, 
as though in orbit 

around the globe, 


of letting currents 

carry corpses 

to their eventual resting place — 
somewhere in the deep 

from which we came, 

all of us that creep 

upon the earth, 

beyond the reach of 

memory. 


But back to you 

who may be drowning 

and the ones 

who share your plight, 
think of how they’re feeling, 
the gulf now black 

around them, 

a cold far greater than ice, 


ER Claim me mili 
watching closely, 
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suddenly thankful 
for their gills, 


envision how they struggle, 
offer prayer 

OMVUELC melee) 

of their up- 

bringing; 


ponder in that second 

if you'll meet them in the sky, 
in that blue 

that mimics oceans, 

lakes and churning seas, 


wonder if what follows 
will ever loosen 

this new-found bond, 
with your fellow sub- 
mariners: 


the warming breath of angels, 
a calming flood of stars, 


their ever-eternal effort 
to keep you dry. 
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There's a beauty to our numbers 
that | note with admiration: 


the shape of cipher 6 

andits curving. crescent close; 
8, with its weaving, double loop 
that skaters strive and scratch 
to mimic: 

3, and its ability to complete, 

to divide as trilogy, tayzanifest 
as Trinity; 

Iwhich finds the wholeness 

in /tselé never Wishing to flee 
its core or essente, 

for thesake of multiplying: 
One times one times ane 

will always equal one. 


2is thesum of love 

andthe mostromantic of all 

our digits, 

andinterms of teaching math, 

it gives a break to all our children: 
Twa times two is four, 

and the answers the same 

when adding. 


Tis Biblical 

the time for God's creation, 
the length of telling tales 

of Harry Potter, of Narnia, 

the complement of 12. 

5, theBooks of Moses, 

the fingers andthumb 

on our hands; giving us ability, 
the gift.of graspand molding. 


Making shapes from slabs of clay: 


4,a pair of couplets, 
the voice of poems and song, 


the rhythm & march of the saints. 


Yetwhen | cometo number 9, 
my spirit Starts to sink 

ithas such /o/ty expectations: 
aspiring to reach new levels, 
only to falks0 painfully short — 
missing the mark of 10 

by justameagre, single stroke; 
always being known for 
“almost there,” 

remembered for the glory 

it could have gained 

but never got, 

its cousins - 19, 49, 69 - 
bearing the brunt 

of allits failings. 
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99 is but a stepping stone, 
a grating /apse towards 100, 


a number we only watch whileit rolls, 


a humble countdown to celebration, 
unable to give us merit on its own. 


Ispent all of 99 

‘yearning for 2000, 
anticipating a new millennium, 
the fears, excitement 

we thought awaitedus 

ina dawning, changing world, 
never enjoying the year 

for what it was, 

practicing the writing 

of an exotic date - 


January 1, 2000 - 
and eager to see the masthead 
ofthat early morning paper, 


ridding myself of the nines 
that only accentuate defeat, 
thinking!'ll pass 

some kind of threshold, 
asinging, flowered archway 
bidding come enter, 

leave what troubles you 
behind. 
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One-way sighs 
demarcatio 

do not diss 
from their ja 


edging shoulders sleeved 
in green 


Camouflaged soldiers 
and the leaves of their tea 
a jasmine laced with coke 
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Teaching the world to sing, 
I'l join in % Failing 

along the byway to terminus, 
regardless of Trump- 

et melody 

and the solemnity 

of anthemic poems 


You fade, in 67's 
summertime fling, 

only days before 

Detroit, sex and sax 
Supreme amid the.flames 


Impulsive Blue Notes holding 
in the infernal unfurling of flags, 
half-massed in the hell of Hanoi, 
on cloth too stained by black 
to be envisaged as red again 
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4 : The: curtains weren't closed 
a he Sf and you’d never thought to change the sheets 
4 athe day that she came early. 
a ¥ 7 s 

Laugh your way downstairs 
and leave your knotted scarf as 
let them find a gentleman 
below a ceiling fan 
fe) a) a character of hell's ab 


id 


our reading glasses, _ * 
yet no one asked to read the erse 
or the song of your up-bringing. 
The Gideons were right 
and their books are gilded gold, 
I'll look for you amongst the twelve 
and spot you dipping bread. 


You gathered alms and split the take 
but stomped on open hats; 

while Sally Ann was kind to you, 

you chose another's breasts: 
suckled, as a babe within a nest, 

a swallow’s song above you, 


too close and warm 

to take a leap of faith, 

too dead inside 

to use the wings that saved. ©2019 Andreas Gripp 





109 


The Lucky Ones 


have given up the ghost 

if spirits indeed ascend, 

and if there isn’t a thing as such, 
then the sluggish, corporeal erasure 
in a padded, subterranean suite 

is preferred, despite decay 

from a pre-emptive strike— 

be it tumour or a bullet's tumult, 

or a puzzle’s reassembly 

when 100 pieces are strewn 

between the potholes and puddling ditches 
-- brimming with larvae and their plague. 


Ley 






They are relieved that it's done, 
their demise, as horrid as it may have been— _ 
__.missing out on the fainting of grain, 
the colourless coral reef, 
a cartographer’s re-drawing of shorelines 
washed over by runaway thaw, 
; x ‘ y and the protruding bones 
Pel yas : of the living, tallied by children 
ay _ who ask why we're here. 


a ob a eve my 


©2019 Andreas Gripp 


110 


Errata 


sounds so chic 
| almost.yearn for that fatal flaw, 
on the printed page, 


denoted as a footnote 
‘fore the text, 

fe) me) Meale)colere)e)(-1e| 
slip that slides within. 


In real life, there isn't such a 
lovely-on-the-tongue descript: 


Error, Mistake, 
Bone-headed Blunder; 


their speaking 

ever caustic from the lips, 
their hearing 

so acidic on the ears. 


Soothe my wrongs 
with word, my dear, 
with Latin that is kinder; 


let others know there’s beauty 
found in failure, 


in the remembrance 
of my sins. 
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i i We toast to mental health 
Dropping Acid and you give the proper setting, 
or Oliver's Awakening at Lee-Anne’s Potluck the moment when he snapped, 

ol mi i-talelelimig(inemmr-lne Male) 


that actually made him smarter: 


Wesley reciting the Beats, 
Simmering Borscht 

@ percussive accompaniment, 
Jenny Chang on the violin, 
lamenting Wars not dead, 

it never dies, and all of our talk, 
simply that: 


Pick a Preston lilac 

and say you haven't killed: 

Boil eggs at Easter 

and persuade that peace prevails. 
Grow your hair down to your feet 
and trip on the stairs to the chureh: 


Tell the children of God 

that You love the witch and homosexual, 
that Esau got a raw deal, 

that Thomas was a gullible skeptic, 
that it's OK to admit to errancy, 

that teaching their kids fo kiss the trees 
isn't idolatry, 

turning princes to frogs not so bad 
when we consider the weight 

of crowns, 

fo) Melo)(oR-lale me) miele) t 
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= Every chance you get 
Conscience vtaiounnade aes 
the branch of blame 
a poem by Andreas Gripp that tames my daring spirit — 


my leaving minutes early 
which will cause our car to crash, you say, 


15 seconds late 

and I'll hit a straggling child 
stepping out into the street 
(after the crossing guard has left 
and I’ve run a yellow light); 


or the time that I snuck in- 
to the matinée, 

plopping into the only 
available seat, 

bringing a limping widow 
to miss her final film 
before she passes, 


and even now, 

as | toss a wind-chafed stone 
into the sea, 

how it took ten million years 
to reach the shore, 

that in my calloused state 

its arduous trek 

was now for naught — 

and not for the simple pleasure 
it had brought me. 
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Before You Die, it 


“4007.Movies t 
double-faced in 


yields a tepid trudge to Travel. 
, 
And every genre, it seems, has its own 


Arabia Nights- inspired t in 


to Eat Before You Die” 


to Hear — You Die” 


It's worth noting), 

that with all this talk of ace 

the titles continue to fly 

Elite M elele) et) [16 ‘ean scarcely keep up. 
Maybe that’s due to the-fact 

that you're never, ever told 

exactly how you'll die, 

for it’s unlikely you'll see: 


“41001 Dances to Learn 
Before You Develop Cancer” 


or “4004 Liqueurs to Drink 


Before You Get Hit bya Train” 
OR “4 001 Puzzles to Saive 


Perhaps ‘we prefer that Death 
keep its wn swell offiincense, 
its own black curtain} 
its own cryptic crossword, 
one not deciphered 

pr writer alike. 


But why that extra.one | 

after one thosahd? ’ 

That littiélbontis,as a P.S. of encore — 
to make amends : : 

for the penultimate trip or film? -f 
Where you're much too anxious 
about your impending expiry J 


to enjoy that stroll i y Oahu .. 


o perturbed 
bout your nearing demise 


5 


‘to laugh io A Day at the Races .= 


and only Banks* alluSion 
to The Sweet Hereafter 
will make that final book 
even tolerable! 

4 


\ Before You Die 
~ @2019 Andreas Gripp 





aolesme WM ilaleleiny 


| vowed I’d give you flowers 
on your birthday, 

fresh-cut 

and ina vase I'd make 
bicelamal- NVA 

the stems and petals pretty 
from the border 

of my yard: 


But | was selfish, 

wanting not 

to lose a single speck 

of colour, 

though I'd seen it all 

for weeks, 

having had my summer fill, 
that I’d barely even notice 


there’s a vacant patch of ground. 


| was lazy, 
too busy with the ballgame 
to perfect a potter’s craft, 


having washed my hands already 


Elatemialelalaliay-m agree) 4a) e 
fey manlele lel (-le Marl 


Yow al-}e)*)'Meligauret-h mer-lallal 4 
Here’s a strip 

of patterned curtain 

that | cut below the pane, 


from a stretch of thirteen inches 


| could spare, 
a single row of roses 
never seen by eyes outside; 


and should a lurker 

try to peer inside 

the glass, 

he’ll see nothing more 
than fabric 

that to him is still intact, 
unshorn, 


Nbapleleimaa(-et-leshilel-lece-|e 


of love and lies. 





The frog that’s in my garden 
is incredibly far from home. 


mila) cmer-|ai ale) el—ml tare lolele|— 
since by its very amphibious 
nature it lives and moves — 
part-time — in water. 


Yes, there are puddles filling 
holes along the dirt, in 
inconsistencies of deck 

and stepping stone — 

the coloured blocks that sag 


and every taxing, 
preceding scheduled peaks 
to rest, 


mr 
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" 


while predators await, 

the scores of running wheels 
ever-ready 

to squash it flat: 


It pours in summer daybreak 
while | sleep, 

as | dream of downward 
spirals, j 

of plunging from the’sky 
Elalemit\e)e) ately 

in lieu of wings, 


 mivelemel—al-c lig 
the beanstalk 
sponging water's 
010) (al lale Me] ge) e-e 


GP v-tiess head 
and back 


"now beaded wet, 


FeV} atom ate} daliave m (el) 
or wasted. in.thesfall. 





for Basho 


Hispaniola 


On the right side-of theline 

he envisions 

greater things, 

his life as:a- baseball star, 

perhaps a"houise on the hill with a Gate, 
looking down on all the tourists 

who are sunning themselVes.inethessand: 


Left_of the Dominican, 

in the searing Haitian heat, 

lal -Mer- lalate) @ (Bale 

the fractured concrete ceiling 
breaking-bones, chalking skin— 
F-We|alel-)@ o]-1(¢)¢--Jal-M mele) ai-e 


And from the hovel that was her home 
about a half a mile away, 

her aunt and brother calling 

from the land of the freshly crushed: 
food and water coming so they're told, 
(ore) jijat-m Colom ice)pnmiagl-me)tal-) m-y(e(-) 

fo) i (alm ole) col -1 

being built as fast as they can. 
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There’s a girl around the corner 
taking lessons;-on a piano, 
her bay-sized windows open, 


with every missed-hit key )“@ 


made that much louder 
by Murphys law— 

~ no muting 

of what normally 
muffles 

(at least if the mu 

were good): 


th¢ choir of barking-do: 

lawnmowers spitting grass, 

a freightitrain’ s illtimed 

crossing: 
Te 

If it Coutd at least be _ > = 

something pléasant, / | 

some Grieg or Chopin | © 

prelude, a 

the mistakes might somebow = 

grate less 

ini‘my mind, 

intermingled 

with moments of calm. 
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But Guaraldi’s Linus and Lucy 
should never be butchered this way, 
the over and over 

iclatel-alare} 

of what frequently speaks 
~< of failure, 

even when | perfectly played: 


that unrequited love, 
that poor ol’ Charlie Brown, 
‘alMet-lalell ale ol-7-le]|-a- stole) gam 


is just too fast and tricky 
_ for this child's 
cfumsy fingers, 


stray maeth too-eiose to home 


for any neighbour 

who thought forgotten: 
gel mele ine i 

red hearts; 

a kite torn 

in a tree; 

a footballsheld.for. kicking, 
the tears 

when snatched away. 


vwaonr as p> ee 


vU-A0 





= 


Filler: 


The album’s seventh track, 
that isn’t very good, 

that you find yourself 
skipping 

like the fourth, eleventh 
ones, 


as though the artist 
-couldn't conjure 


© another hit 
= recorded 


“lifeless strumming 


so the deadline could be met, 


the catchy songs adjacent 
caught in a buyer's 
shopping list — 
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and the book's 
insipid poems 

that plod along 
around the middle, 
where the poet 
doesn’t have 

a thing to say, 


as if the blather of the lines 
trumps the wordless white 
of page, 


the flight of fleeting 
muse, 


the emptiness of things 
on which to ponder. 





. 6, in C Major, with Voice 
I’ve opened a window 


to blend the outside 
with what is in, 
the strings of a concerto 
arising from my record, 
i reYexero}in) ey=lanvaiale mrs Mer- lee [lat || 
oe in its morning Tilt 


{ When an adagio arrives, 


re] ame) g(6) (m1 m= (ele mr moles || 
that the composer 
fof(omalola@initqlaler 

unless it was of love 

the violinist lamented 

in the unspoken sweep 
of his bow. 


j 
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Type Writer 


Your words are*never wrought 
by pen and hand, 

neither are they scribed 

on computer screens, 


but somewhere in-between, 


ose Mser tml Obeleloanvelere! 

from the ‘20s, 

from the days of Silent film 
and prohibition, 

before the typing 

went électric; 

every snapping stroke.of key 
a laboured struggle 

for your fingers, 

every letter 

birthed by grunted 


retousehvie tae ma stutls tm 
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Your poems were never 
easy to understand, 

the obscurities 

from the Scotch 

and blurring sight, 

but at least I know their 
embryonic state, 

how they physically 


came to be, 


that nothing 
seemdetormcolieateg 

was ever simple, 
convenience 
never-worthy to consider, 
verses void of the calm 
of muted things. 
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| haven't forgotten you, 
indigent Somali child 
with your empty, 
outstretched bowl— 
| simply haven’t scribed 
it, the poem 
to be your tribute, 
knowing not 


or was it the father, — 


ff to fight in a wa 
who'd know 
just how 


something 
other than this 
that’s more befitting. 
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Cotton 


Labelled pure— History, I've heard.’ 
but tainted in its youth: That's ancient history 


puff of white ail 

MeCN; 8 

by lash and hee is light and gentle¢ 
4 the feather of a do} 


the divine right OF St 
added comfort "ay 
for the masters Of the South; 


metaphor 

for our clouds, 
hosting an angel's 
airy feet, 

never a sound 

or abrasive brush. 
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The pounding on the door 
T h e S) h owe r says hurry the hell up! 
Have it your way, dear: 


I'll emerge. with hair unkempt, 
still wet but apple-scented. 


| swear | didn’t mean 
to use the /ast of your shampoo, 


my eyes were shut when ie ge) ore B 
while | palmed the bottle’s\nape, 


‘ 


like that time on a wobbly 
ladder, 


five of Six years old, 


stretching for autumn fruit, 
in Uncle Richard's 
country orchard, 


afraid of slips and falls, 


of biting into worms 
should my feet be tin, 
unfailing. 
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The Buddhist 


Your apartment smelled of Sandalwood 
the day you went for refuge, 

submitted to the Sensei, 

cleared your mind of racing thoughts. 


Your locks of hair, unshorn, 

no need to practice bald, 

no yellow robes or statues save theone 
of Gautama, 

in crimson soapstone, seated, 

a three-fold jewel to ponder. _ 


Your candles will illumine 

midnight steps, bead-strung 

prayers, 

vespers from the mould 7 a ee 
of monastic chant, 


so far from forest groves 

uncut by hand, 

your speech a distant cricket sg 
in the grass. = 
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White Wigs 





127 


In the 18"-century, 

men who could afford them 

wore white wigs. 

Presidents and noblemen, 
shopkeepers and servants, 

Baroque musicians playing sonatas 
for an audience, the males applauding 
all crowned in white wigs. 


| pity the ones with glorious red curls, 
blonde flowing manes 

and those who were thirty and yet to grey, 
all forced by social norms to don the look 
of the worn and the aged, 

no one knowing if they might be bald, 

had dandruff, or were hiding some other 
follicle disaster, 


maybe one of them 

having a chance encounter 

with a beautiful woman, 

her slender, supple fingers 

fondling his fake and lengthy hair 
and he would never know how it felt. 


‘OX Andreas Grpp 


and interest 
he Temple of God, 


on what happiness ct 
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the Lesser Light 


“Then.God made two great lights: 
the greater light to rule'the:day, 


and the lesser lightt6 rule the night”, } 


— Genesi 


the one that sits in blue, 
that’s pale and white as‘olo0 


its craters scarcely noticed 
and its phases gone unchecked: 


At noon, lovers holding hands 
do.soin a'golden light, 

beams that warm the faces 
locked in smiles from solar shine. 


While ignored. at.4pm, 
our satellite must reckon 
that its time is slowly coming, 


when its giant, yellow rival 
will sink below horizon’s line. 


And jfis:then, 


~. when goon feel a chill, 


e eye its pockmarks 


from their fathérs’ 
telescopes, 


~ that poets pen their verses 


for this orb of wolf and tide, 


that nature 

finds itsway through dark 
inthe shroud of a sleeping 
sun. 





My dearest, would-be betrothed, 

is the reason for your “no” 

the fact | deserted my troops in the war? 
Perhaps | was a ruthless Khan, Had | fled from German flags, 

vengeful, without mercy, escaped an ambush out of fear? 

who cut down peasants 

by the thousands, Or was | incredibly initiative instead — 
taking an unsheathed sword Start a firestorm in Dresden, 

to young mothers and their babes; drop a Nagasaki nuke? 


Past Life Aggression 


or | may have dwelt in dungeons, Did | Watch as the Chinese starved, 
coaxing heretics to confess, & give my approval to the Red Star State? 
beat remorse from Wicked witches 
and any soul who wouldn't kneel If'SO, please forgive me my transgressions: 
at the foot of the pious, Papal throné: »S__¢ taking the Name 
% Sof the Lord in vain; 

Was | simply just a gadabout my callous killings of the innocent; 
who cheated on his wife? A rogue FS ~S my drunken, playboy ways. 
who left his children A RS 
for the warmth of a harlot's touch? j Impart to me your pardon, 

your blessed, fragrant kiss — 
Did | ridicule the Crown, not the one that Judas gave 
crudely scraw! on Cambridge walls? but the caress of Juliet, 

the embrace of Bouguereau, eternal; 
Did my horse the one that ends the cycle, 
trample Queen Anne’s Lace? trips up karma 
Had | ignored its defecation? at the finish line 
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The Child 


Yes, yours was the most unusual 
of reasons, 

to avoid the city playgrounds, 

the parks where noisy children 
race amok 


One of these little boys 

will be the death of me you said, 
singling out 

the preschool lad 

on the base of the monkey bars 
A murderer, 

when he’s all grown up, 

one of them has to be. 


You quote statistics, demographics, 


the laws of happenstance. 
Look at his cherub innocence, 
that ice cream-covered face. 


For whatever wayward reason 
he will turn, 

despise a younger sibling, 

his mother’s scolding ways, 


You'll pass him on the sidewalk 
in the future, 

your purse will tantalize, 

sway with every cane-abetted 
step, 


or, on a night you're even older, 
you'll answer fervent knocks 
shed your caution 

when it's due 

his blade upon your throat 
upon his entrance, 

no hint of recognition, 

no sub-atomic 

memory 

of your eyeing his every 
leap, 


when he fell upon a stone 
and you were near, 


stuck a bandage 
where he'd bled 


learn that knives can do much more 
than slice an orange, butter bread 
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Breath is the bridge connecting life to conscious- 
sness, which unites your bedy to your thoughts. 
— Thich Nhat Hanh 


My muses must have fled from me 
before my coffee fix, 


in the crash of afternoon, 
my pages white and naked, 
in clamour that comes from nothing, 


leaving me feeling foiled, 
unable to’‘pen my’poem. 


| opt instead for inertia, 

Open windows ‘bringing breezes 
from the west. 

Sibilating Stories of the sphere, 


Wind that carries exhalation 
from peasants in the field, 

A eleMelger-le mn dall(-M el-lalellarem of (en <9 
and picking rice; 


from mothers in their push 

to birth their babes; 

and the cries that come the moment 
they emerge, cords cut, 

bottoms slapped with care; 
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from orations from the senates 
of the world; the homilies of the holy; 
the prayers of all devout; 


from the schoolboy spouting love 
into the ears of his first crush; 


from a waitress and her drag 
on cigarette, } 
in her too-short:break from servitude; 


from all the creatures Of the forests 
Of the earth, the hunters and their prey, 
the yelps and screams of the kill; 


by the will of currents, carried, 
co-mingled in jet 
stream, 


abating breath 
that lightly ruffles 
the adjacent chimes and sheers. 


Poetry, it heaves. This is poetry. 
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The Pitiful Crow 


The pitiful crow; 
its grating.caw 
competing with |: 
the blissful song’ o 
its attempt to join 
thankfully shunne 


If the finch and rob 
MT 3 

is accompaniment 0 harp, 
the liltfor ascend ing sun, 
then the crows 

in all its blackness, % 
is a heavy metal.shrisk, 

the violent jolt.of blinding 
rays-in-eyes. 


bColtid | al-hZ-) milale mr: Ma-lere) ce, 
filled with crows, 


Wel cxemel dem com efoto ii late i 


| Vall off- -key, 


a ‘hungry baby’s cry 
or a,patrot’s:vexing: squawk 
before its) mimic. 
BP vik 
Only déathly uiidows 
give.thelr blessing © 
to the crows, 
call them brother bird 


yand sister winged, 
/ eT iu | : 


thas NG 


elr. lot 


‘among the headstones 
7 i the gone, 
sand the, onés-°who ‘hear 
‘the’ reaper’s nearing thresh, 
Whisledelgo liars, 


of the starlings’ 
for. || Mo) Mets \ii ee 
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Like Darwin Among the Gods When Reverend Tucker 
quotes the scnptures, he says 


The word became flesh "lain'tno ape." Show him how his sins 
on our scnbbled, Scrabble board, hold fast, how he fails the Lord of mercy, 
an emply botle of wine how he strains at gnats — eats camels, 
and a record strumming chords so calm ignores the talbone of his ass 
in heu of breeze or fire. 
I lleave you, my love, 
"Calvinist® to your "random," at 10:03, lil make it home in peace, 
with "stop" and "go" branching out, wnte @ tender song for you, 
feebly, wih lle imagination or points. how your scarlet looks are steams, 
flowing to and fro’ in dreams. 
And we discuss the interconnectedness 
ofall things, how life is tangible f You'll be enchanted, consider 
dependent on dice and chance: my proposal, say "yes" for all's worth. 
how the meeting of hearts is coldly decided 
by the lefts and the rights, the ins But please, don't et me tary, 
and the outs, of daily mundane doings. say a word or phrase ill-hought 
for if! go at 10:04, 
Look, a physicist is born Hi catch a damned red light, 
because a young cashier has smiled my car side-swiped by drunkards, 
at a complete and foreign stranger; my chest pinned 0 the wheel, 
had he foregone the pack of gum legs crushed, spint foating somewhere 
you say, he'd have mamed another woman, 10 a place of God's own choosing 
who'd bear a son that serves hard tme — 
20 years, no parole, no remorse And itis there, as Dante wamed, 
amid the howls and shrieks of loss, 
Watch the atoms collide at will Ii die a second cosmic time 
and all the faces disappear, from a fash of what would 
observe the cells dividing, and should have been, 
for they too will reach dry land your breath pulsing on in bliss, 


the ignorance of the not-yet-dead 
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Upon our awakening, 

you ask why men 

want sex 

first thing in the morning. 


it was merely a kiss 
on your arm. 
You read a tad 
too much 
into it, 
not good moming love, 
; did you sleep well? 
| but dear god 
| need to fuck 
like a dam about to burst 
or that final moment 
on earth, 
when you only have seconds 
to live, 
before the fabled flash of light, 


Upon Our Awakening then cinders. 
©2020 Andreas Gripp 
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hasimas Sata 


outoidae, the wind whiake Pakes 
inside, you hak my gift L« you 


ono globe 
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They say 
we'll meet again 


an OA KG. 
Wagons bestowinglaurels ) 
i(e)m ale) a) (= lives. : 

lie 2 
Yet neither you. 
nor | could merit 
such a wreath, 
a prize proclaiming c 
survival, 


a crown 
achieved 

by the race 
of rabid legs. 


You, cut and severed 
by a cancers 
sickled’ Swipe; 


t 


_myself, eveeWary 
> that !'m failing 


before the finish, 


elie hViale Mm tal=mc-1e)(= 


of those abodes 
where ghosts and 
re)ar= 1 aite) eats 

shriek or sing. 


Thoughts on the Afterlife 
©2019 Andreas Gripp 





The girl | might have married 


The girl | might have married 
had we met 

is on the other side of the street, 
a walking blur 

| only notice for a second. 


And her hair is a shade of blonde) © 
or maybe brown | can't recall, 

nor anything about the jacket 

she'd been wearing nor the boots, 
only that for some silly unknown reas 
we might have married had we met, 


maybe at the bookshop 

where | would have bumped her arm, 
said sorry for my clumsiness, 

which caused her to drop her classics 
and a dictionary too; 


or it may have been at a party, 
hosted by a mutual 
friend, 


finding that we shared 
a favourite song, 


or that we're social 
democrats, 


or that neither of us 
can stand 
the sight of blood; 


then again, 
it may have been something random, 
her seated in the row 


with a paltry slope, 

Her failure to remove the hat 

that blocked my view, 

my. gathering.the brazen courage 
to tap her shoulder, 

whisper into her ear 

that I'm unable to see a thing. 





Oo - ® 


A 
f 
t 
e 
r 
n 
fe) 
° 
n 


©soana2ea sO 


| picked you out from the crowd 
although your slender baek-was turned, 
with a gathering throng 

challenging your.spotting 

like’a, ‘‘Where’s:Waldo?”-book — 


and whemyou asked 

how | managed to do this 7 
with my glasses scratched™ 
and.autumn’s umbrae Gam 


=shrotiding hippies & hipsters alike, 


l'said | recognized you by your 
ass, particularly taut and rounded 

by the shifts of'Shade and radianee 
within which you'd 

during this:surrealist time ofday 
that dares me to say things 

| really shouldn't, 


when change is just a jig 
beneath a tired, slumping sun 
that’s given me mote 

than I’ve ever asked of it. 


92020 Andreas Griop 
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’ Tanka 






Fire is our future, 
we learned in astrophysics. 
Dharma says detach: 

the sun to swell and swallow, 
with even the ashes gone. 


©2020 Andreas Gripp © 
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_ Our friend dropped in again, 
the one who always says he's met 
some rather famous poets, like 

“Billy Collins, Rita Dove, Molly Peacock, 
boasting he's taken them out for beer, 
that in their drunken state 

‘they've read his work 
and said it was the best damn thing 
they've ever seen on paper. 


It's been difficult to prove him a liar, 
authors and th 

have coincide 

but this time h 

saying he'd heard Ted Hughes 

last night, at Plunkenworth's 

the ru n, downtown gallery 

that exhibits skateboard 

art and molds of vomit 

by its barely-on-its-hinges front door. 


He's been dead more than tWo.decades, 


we Said, Snickering, knowing We finally 
found the lie, that he'd admit 
it's been a charade, the name-dropping, 


(that we've never beenallowed 
to see): a , 


But he didn't blink an eye, 
unfazed, undaunted in his delivery, 


saying, that Ted had read 
a dozen new poems; one about Plath, 
how he would have rushed to save her, 
turn off the oven, inhaled the toxic 
fumes himself if he only could, 
alling it "Sylvie's Stove," and we 
orrected him, saying it was Sylvia, 
not Sylvie, and he said no, 
that was an affectionate name 
he had for her, very French 


that he'd come back from the grave 
just to read it, 

€Vén if but a single person listened, 
believed that he was sorry 


that the dead could be so sorry 





His and Hers. 


In clashing Glosets, 

your reds mimic my blacks 
in, starch and wrinkle 

in pleats unkempt 

and the way that mothballS 
keep our earwigs at bay. 


When we were younger, 
we shared our cramped englosures, 
complemented 
pinks with blues, 
olded every sock 
and cashmere sweater 


Now they're flung ¢ 
across the bedr 

after a brutal dayatwo 
or an aggressive walk-<.. 
from the bus, 


butts of cigarettes 
scenting thes 

snaps and laces 
securing uence 
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Seven Day Rental 


One of my students borrowed 
La Maison du Plus Pied 

by Jean-Pierre D'Allard, 
telling the rise, fall 

of the Sainte Bouviers, 
ensnared by riches, 

hatreds spawned 

and business won, lost, 

won & lost. 


She recounts her favourite scene 
towards the end, 

where a liberated Marie 

slaps the face of brutal Serge, 
her husband, played by an aging 
Stephane DeJohnette. 


It's the one-eighty, the turning point 
for both characters, 

the moment where love 

drops its transcendence, 

its fixed and static state 


| think Anise, my student, 
sporting occasional welts 
that | ask nothing about, 

has found a muse 

to lift her trampled spirit 

as she says the film, the film 


Yes itis such. 
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I've noticed, 

whenever you roll to your side, 
WelUme-1<-mas loge) mtal-ell-lal. cog 
with you, 


my legs and feet bereft, 
left bare but ready to run, 


into some sentry owl’s 
night, 


through ethereal 
sheers of fog, 


should | renew 
my dream of old, 


our missing child’s 
help, 


with neighbours 
roused by ruckus, 


the slaps 
of a shoeless dash. 





144 


When | was a child, 

| said that meat was grown 
in felds, though | knew 

that wasnt true 


Back then 

all had enough to eat, 

and twelve baskets 

were brought to Him 

who blessed, bread only, 
nota martyred fish in sight 


fyou look between the clouds 
you can see them, 

as ifthattoo were sea 

and you could travel an 

and breathe 
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makes them laugh: 


K and halter tops, 


= ; = 
She spends her Spring 
*instack 9B, 
___ section E point six-four-three. 
She’s working an a thesis, 
Tve heard, 
from the driver on my route. 
How fossil fuels 
can be replaced 
by.solar panels, 
westward winds. 


_ “Louise” never smiles he 
when she boards the city bus, > 
her change droppedike anchors 
from her hands. 


She gave her quarters 
all to bullies, learned to study 
without lunch. 


Even now, 

She sits in corner cubicles; 
eyes graffiti scrawled of her, 
twelve years past, 

has yet to Scratch it out 

or eat a sandwich, 

soup, at noon. 
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This Carousel 


confused me with carousal, 
when those nearby were 
raucous in their drink, 

the inebriation 

of cider laced with rum. 


And amid the blast 

of melodious bells . . . it spun, 
notthe rowdy,can of chorus 

but the horses flaked and frozen, 


perhaps dizzied in their riding 
fast to nowhere, 

Saddiled with fidgeting 

kids, 


dteaming to tear, the distant hills 
with organic, galloping hooves, 


to feedion clover, grasses 
greener than in westerns 
screened in grey; 


shouts and gunshots sounding 
£2020 Andreas Gripp in this valley forever behind them. 





147 


Roaring ‘20s 2.0 


Sydney and Seoul 

explode in burning spectrum, 
Roses parade in Pasadena, 
Oregon roll in the Bowl, 
NASA's ‘20s to soar, 

up to Moon and Mars, 


and the streamers 
from the party 

we didn’t go to, 
lifeless. in lone- 
liness, 


our dancefloor 
littered with resolves, 
confetti-cut 

from the night before, 


each step 
an unknown promise 
never kept. 
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— for Carrie 


| see more than mer 
green now. Far more 


than verdancy. 
%. 
Can't you feel the sy 


The pinks and reds of 
tomorrow? 


Praying the sun stays” ao | 
faithful, 

burning évery grey 

that would hinder its 
obsession. 
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Minus 21 and falling 


It is colder than before, 
the other night 

i Mefe}enle)elisl-teme) meal iiice 
ElaleMires-\a— a lelesi1 16) 
on windowpanes; 


that which they call cancer 
eating away my insulation. 


Bring me a second sweater, 
my cherub. Wrap me 

in scarves and a toque. 
Clothe my feet in woolly socks 
late mel \(—Matl-m (moe l sale 


ate) @-Jalelele|am com -] gunmen )’mar-lale ls 
when they hold the steaming cup, 
but not so hot they burn 

fo) io) lave Mant ey-(o) aoe e-lal@al(e alc 
we spent on other, happier things 


ElaleMan\ mar lalei-mose] o) ofc] 


your breasts and ass 
Flalom m.cal-imaleltaliale mem (al -meve) (em 


150 


©2020 Andreas Gripp 





Saturday I like you best. 
You leave your texts behind 
and Naomi Woolfe is kept 


in white sheep's cloth, 
talk of apple cobblers, 
as deep in thought 

as we'll ever get 

but not this time: 


You battle greedy parking meters, 


wage war on 10-cent hikes 
relive the Russian Revolution 
and complain of cookies 
looking better than they taste. 


and the Museum itis, 


old relics left to rust 


\_ behind coloured 


Chinese glass, 
and sculptures 
chipped & shorn. 

‘ea ; 
We're the only ones here, 
we sadly slump and sigh, 
with nothing more to see, 
our disappointment 
caroming off walls 
as van Gogh in a straitjacket 
would have. 





haiku 


forever in flight 
on the ghostly side of glass— 


seabird’s captive smile 





The Candle, 


or Why | Can Never Have Nice Things 


In our cabinet of trinkets 
and junk, there’s a kitten 
that doubles as candle, 
never ignited, not even lit 
for half-a-second, blown 
upon before a single wisp 
of smoke had been emitted. 


It reminds me of those animal 
crackers of old, though they were 
cookies in reality, 

tasting like arrow- 

root, friendly for babies 

and sensitive kids who cry 

when puppies go lost. 


| was one of them, but refusing 
to sever the trunk off the smiling 
elephant, the head from the 
glorious lion. 


| bit them in places | thought 
they couldn't fee—or, if they were 
puny enough, crunched them 


quick and whole, then swallowed 
as fast as | could, 

washed them down 

with a cup of milk 

as if some sort of Sacrament— 


candles lit on each end of the 
kitchen table, ridding the room 
of litterbox smells, 

the shapes of which | never 
wanted to see, their pointed ears 
melting upon the rest of their 
sullen faces, the waxy 

rivulets hardening 

within moments of 

a breath on a flame, 

freezing upon cheeks 

CECE IES 

doling out guilt 

for eternity. 
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Sunglasses in Sepia The shades could be due 
, 


to a light-sensitivity he suffers 
©2020 Andreas Gripp from; though on this mid- 

morning downpour that is 

doubtful—and blindness can’t 

be the explanation when he weaves 

and winds through pedestrians 

crowding the sidewalk at a gait 

that’s much too trudging 

for his capering soles, 

that bring to mind a punt return 

_to the end zone. 


id his jaywalk in front of the 
p at the corner? 


Sure, he might have a white 
cane inside his flowing black 
trenchcoat, but if anything, it 


harks back to a time of vaudeville 
soft-shoe, when his great grand- 
father may have shuffled gaily 
across a hardwood stage in a tux, 
lifting his top hat above his head 
and imploring a Kansas audience 
too led by the Dust Bowl 


to sing and dance along. 
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OF: F-T-J (0) of 1 F-| 


On our anniversary, 
we spend the evening 
gazing at the stars 


yet not as lovers do, 
making wishes 

on ones that fall, 

but imagining instead 

that there’s an alien couple 
out there on a distant 
speck-of-a-world, 


not quite as human as us, 
with a few of their organs 
flipped around, 
but still the kind of people 
we'd relate to, 


not as deeply “in love” 
as we once were, yet enough 
to never leave the other, 


and we wonder 

if they ever think 
they'd each be happier 
in the arms of another, 


if they too 

have awkward silence 
in the aftermath 

of a quarrel, 


if they believe 

that they can last, at least, 
until the offspring are all 
grown up, 


if they envision 

what it would feel like 

to have their spouse, 
unexpectedly, pass away, 


and if they’d ever survive 
EWigte|(eMalle ins 

looking up at the sky 
without them. 
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Leap Year 


| have four years 

notice that it's coming, 

this quadrennial appendage 
to winter, wondering why 
there isn't a 31 of June 
instead, how an extra day of 
summer would be preferable, 


that I've yet to write a poem 
to mark the oceasion, that I'd 
better do it this time, since 


2024 is along way off, 


talk about the poor souls 

who have to celebrate their day 
of birth on February's 

28", every three-of-four swings 
about the sun, 

or worse, at the lamb’s 

or lion's demarcation, 

marching into a month 

that has never marked their exit 
from the womb in the first place 
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Some scientist-type said 
if it weren't for the leap year; 
we'd eventually have snow 
in July, our Great Lake beachfronts 
housing ice castles 
and every bikini 
covered up in a coat. 

i x , 4 
Buf then) the opposite would; tC 
have to be true—putting up >» 
the mistletoe 
while the kids outside 
skateboard down the street 
wearing shorts, playing baseball 
out-of-season and the burly boy 
at the plate smacking a homer 
into the neighbour's window, 
narrowly missing the Christmas tree 
cut from the county woods, 


like it would-if this were LA, 

the Dodgers'winning some phantom 
World Series in the imagination 

of a child who's never learned how to 
ski in his life 





ETOET EI alles. 


i 


‘Another ba i 
" ‘dh only make it wors@: 
beside the escarpmerit , 
spilling its:white, 
girdled by‘couples lost more 
in their patiner’s eyes ’ 
than in the mounting mist # 


° 


below them, 

and you, not noticing i 
I've cut my hair, that I’ve left 
my glasses behind, 

that | Jo Jove vis ¢ wning 

in. rumbles a daredevil 

in a barrel, cleft upon the rock, 


interment in water 


rather than earth, 
with no one to leave fresh flowers. 
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mistakes them for a murder ° 
of cousinly crows, 

missing out by decades on the 
Heckle and Jeckle Terrytoons 
of our youth. 


Genus means nothing toshim, 
not now-as he envisions himself 


the hero, discovering secret 
passages out of this maize, 
calling up to the scarecrow 

clearly slacking in its duty: 


The corn will never hear us— 
‘cause all of their ears are gone! 


And we don't dare correct him 
when he says they must be deaf, 
that no matter how loudly 

he shrieks his truth 

to the expanse of western sky, 
the universe will merely 


look down upon us all, and laugh. 
Is 
Andreas Gripp 
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Festival Marketplace 


There's a sculpture 

of the Earth inside the mall, 
outshining the rings 
and.necklaces of the jeweller 
directly across it— 

I'd give it more regard 

but the liquor store 

is only yards away, 

and that bottle of wine 
from |talign vineyards, 
that! buy because it’s lush, 


» Sirens me like a woman at sea, 
\y.Bell@D’ora, 


Who is more beautiful 
“than anyone, in any corner, 
fe) Melthmialia-cemmeolatial clam ielaien 
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A Week in the Life of Morgan 


On Tuesday, wheat stalks. bowed in half 
FTW ol-lalellale i Cont Me (ole Me Melee) 

without mercy, and a field of gold 

at once showed its fear. 


It was hot that day and that’s all it was: 


On Wednesday, | said there was no god 
or gods and that droughts, and'rains 
don't depend on deity, 

but on currents, jet streams. 


On Thursday-you picked some blooms, 
Madea gariand for Saint Jackie. 

L said there was no “Jackie” saint 

and you dropped the “Jackie 0.” 

“Oh,” | said and sighed. 

Maybe for the Kennedy years 

but wedding Aristotle 

raised too many brows. 


Let's talk philosophy, shall we? 


On Friday, the King of David 

brought us fish. | thought the reference 
was biblical. You said your friend 
delivers to Catholics 

and he runs a market stall. 
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Saturday, everything changed. 
It-didn't stop raining, the neighbours 
built an ark. You called to cancel 
our session under the stars. 

| would have proven Sagan right 
and Einstein a cosmic fraud. 


Sunday we rested, 

according to the Sabbath. 

The Adventists say it's Saturday 
and we know they're damn well right. 
| cut the grass with scissors. 

When no one was looking. 


On Monday you met me on campus. 
We read the books of Donne. 

| spied your lashes and your eyes, 
a powder-blue, lips that curled 

to stanzas, commas, 

thinking ‘you'd found me wrong, 

that Jehovah laughed last, 

that by tomorrow I’d'confess belief; 
my sins, Jight’@ candle tothe Christ 
and whisper prayers to Jackie O. 


You said you simply found him funny, 
would look for Bukowski, 

Plath, a Ferlinghetti work 

that rhymed. 
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and now | bring you lavender and tea 


and.a jelly-filled crumpet 
to. make your mourning better. 


When dinner comes, I’ll cheer you 
with\a lemon loaf and Shelly sonnet, 
cane sugar, raw and freshly picked, 


to sweeten the sting that bitterness brings, 


glossing the thought of those 


who reaped the crop so long ago ; 
and knew of. a sorrow deeper 
than those mountain. folk hummex 
without singing a single wo 
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In this, your final visi 
“we talk of “only friends” 
and the other silly things 
| that make us turn 
| and look away, 


_andythe Budget calls, 
for higher. tax 


Went) tines grow in Montt 
\ 


ms can never give; 


NN 
and iinet ‘called again, . 


from eactrother’s eyes, 
when neither you nor | 
would want it this way. 


stocks are set ‘to crash, \ 
and | think you ‘re just as pretty 
as the 


PNite Ml mear-lale (mal subject _ 
. rather hastily, , 
“when you ask 

am still pretty? . 

“its catch ‘twenty-two 
stares me.in the face 
owen 1 speak i in lieu 

“of; Suitcase bombs | 


I'don't want to die. unloved 
you say and I agree, 

and a gas bar clerk 

is shot five times... - 

as if ¢ once 

won't doithe trick, 


163 


and ain’ tit great 
to be alive. : 





we dancta 1X) Lis2t, 
A 


Gravity 


The earth has learned the virtue 
of turning: the other cheek, 


of letting bygones be, 
of being slow to wrath. 


Sure, she has 

her bouts of temper, 

her quakes and lava flows, 
her pelts of bruising hail 
and her roar 

of whipping, winds, ).% 
but when all is dulyséid\ 
when we've torn 
her groves of hair 

out from her crown 

fo) Malte (ol(-ce Mal om 


when her lungs 
are filled with soot, 


her pools of sight 
with sludge, 


she refuses 
to let us go, 


lefus float 

to ‘cosmic. realms 
where, we'd. meet 
ouf-dying breath, 


thereafter start 
her time of healing: 


erhaps,she simply needs 
on 
ur presente. 


“the sound 
‘of Celtic harps 


within her caves, 


the times 

we're not so bad 
and shower love 
upon her babes, 


thé. pups, 
the kittens, 


the birth 

fo) ir Megilifelem alicery 
who soar like kites 
On her many'strings. 





Yag> 
Ys 


ie 


oy 
en 
a 


The laurel is theirs alone, 

because at the dawn of the day 

they are the heralds of our 

human morning, the reason we 

awaken; yes, giving credit to the coffee 

brewing, the newspaper on the doorstep 

predicting the death of us all or the 

neighbour's dog that barks as its master rolls 

into the driveway in his pickup after another midnight 
shift has ended and he’s fallen asleep with his head 
on the horn, the family next door stumbling out of bed 
to see what the commotion is about or maybe sprinting 
down the hall in a race to get to the bathroom first 
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re eel a Bilelaremeie-lire! 
as its river, no Seine 
cutting at its heart 

or couples arm-in-arm 
amid je t'aime. 


We can see 

the eroding townscape 

from this crowded 

rooftop diner, 

and there’s a soufflé 

on the menu you'd like to try, 
while | scan the varied wine list 
for Chateau Valfontaine. 


We made a hard, last-minute 
left off the 403, figured 
Brantford would be dull, 
there’s only so much 

Bell and Gretzky 

[emes-1a me) (e(-t-) m2) @- [er 


And substituting for a tower? 
There’s the truss bridge 
serving the railway 

that traverses the muddy banks, 
its lattice now a respite 
ielm-meley4ameuiliele-lilile Rilele com 
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Lionel 


lays down tracks 

like he did when he was a 

kid, predating The Neighborhood 
of Make Beliéve— 

he was already in college 

by then, getti 

laid, evading 


ducking marks 
the Viet Cong, 


if 
returning with his leg 
le) oy ae) ame-lale Ml al iMer-]ne) oR 410) 
scarred by the relentless spray” 


of shrapnel. 


BN Kefel-\Vam ole) dal aal-Maal-er-]| 

he was given and the pin 

of Old Glory ride in the caboose, 
behind the load of Pennsylvanian 


coal that’s terribly out-of-date, 


as all of it is, really, the freight 

cars disappearing into a distant 
"tunnel like a rodent’s tail 

that darts into drywall; 

a baseboard cavity never patched, 

puffing smokeasif a gambler 

sucking On a*Cigar smuggled in 

from HaVana when the Cold 


Wart brought us all to our knees, 


shuddering under our desks 
though we had told ourselves 


fervently that this is just pretend. 
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TORTOISE 


takes it personally when called a Turtle— perhaps the butt-end of a joke 
scantily mentioned in stories and in poems. or mindless meme; 

Thought only because of its gait 

and its /ongevity—one-and-a-half times that you remember when it was new, 
a centenarian, am these devices for distant speaking, 


Seeing, kings.and kingdoms fall? : 
new.countfiés.arise 
from the Smoky dissipation of War. 


Surviving both Castro and the @ e i 
anda dozen-plus Presidents in-Be t 


You've endured, dear tortoise, Shaing little time within your crusty shell 

all of your animal friends Mienyou Were far more sociable 

(if indeed you Hathany); ; 

and at funerals: always the deathmaid, 

never the death. andiyes, you were the one that bested 
the rabbit's over-confident cousin, 

You were there, creeping over a log one with a similar problem 

when the Wrights learned how to fly, and a homophone to hair, 

then awkwardly stretching getting little respect and shamed 

your wrinkled neck by losing a race so long ago— 

to see the moon in '69. 
thatt@you was merely yesterday, 

And still, as the unburied decay and scatter, your single moment of glory, 

you linger, being snapped by a hiker’s the only thing tovoullive your endless 

phone and then freeze- ETelislem 

framed around the world, 
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Haight-Ashbury 


The temperature in our apartment 
is always moderate, 

20 Celsius, or as our friends in 

San Francisco call it, 68, never too frigid, 
too torrid, as pleasant as its people 
who birthed a twentieth- 

century love of gay and poetry, 
where Ginsberg howled 

and Ferlinghetti keeps the city 
lights plugged in, 

grateful for their dead, their ‘67 
just a narrow notch 

before some elusive ideal 

that hovers within our reach. 


You tell me to never touch 

the thermostat and | acquiesce. 

What we call warmth is but the middle, 
the centre of some utopia 

absent of fire and of ice. 


Yes, the ground there occasionally 
quakes, much like our walls and 
ceiling do whenever the tenants 
upstairs argue about the bills 

or break into a dance 

we've been curious to behold. 
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The Way in Which | Prefer My Demise: 


by drowning in the Pacific, 
not because it’s pleasant, 
(like dying in my sleep 
folVidlalemtelii(-B-10loltelatie (ellie 
midnight reverie), 

this under-the-surface 
PTehiceler-lilelan 


but for the reason that 

if | ever did come back, 

as the Buddhists and 

Hindus say | will, 

I'd want to live in the sea, 

its relative calm and serenity, 

its teal and aquamarine, — 
with humans seldom to be seen, 
my hands but fins 

late le: Mer-lblel-1 ie) mi i--) 


FValeMe(-F-1ieMe-JalelliCo Mi meve)uil-mer- lit lars] 
once again, taking merely as long 
as the cavernous gulp 

bice}siMsac-meo) cer: e-Me ler igall late (1m 
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The Ellipsis... 


teases amid the white, 
leaving us to guess 
what’s been omitted, 
cherry- 

picking its many biases, 
filtering out the 
disparaging in every 
book and movie review. 


See it there, at the start 

of a neutered sentence, 

as though the initially 
penned words 

were never scribed, 

not critical enough to share, 
like lifting a stylus 

above the grooves, 


lowering it precisely 
into the record 

after the opening verse 
has been sung, 

singling out the chorus 
as if that alone 

were more than enough. 


171 


| was recently told 

| was doing it wrong, 
failing to leave a space 
between this trinity 

of dots. It takes up 

too much room, | replied, 
looks peculiar on the page. 


Do not leave me 
wondering what these lines 
conceivably said, 

in the heat 

of an angry moment, 
within the quote 

of a love confessed, 


this trail that leaves 

the ending to conjecture, 
a search for the 
discarded 


we were never supposed to know. 


©2020 Andreas Gripp 


This is the Reason 


I've never written you 

a love letter, as | did for the girls 
| crushed on in school, 

vowing a childish forever love. 


I've been told that both 

can never truly be promised, 
there are too»many variables 
upon which:they’can falter— 


an unexpectediloss 

of mindand memory, 
Hia\ ma celg-telele liste] o)ar-lsicolen 
of infidelity, 


that our lifespans 

are simply too long, 

the decay of what we were 
befalling while we breathe, 


that the warbler outside my 
window, his years but a 
elelelmialcol olan iF lel (elm ale lan 
says it better, 

his skyward pledge 

to his treetop mate 

daily putting me to shame. 
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Goderich 


The stones amid the rocks 
form a pattern We promptly 
discern—Inuksuk, conveying 
human without a visage, 
from meticulous, Inuithands: 


a marker on a route, 

a site of veneration, 

a place to catch some fish 
whenwe are hungry. 


This beach is crowded over every summer, 
and the stones are just as plentiful 

as the sand. Tomorrow, the Inuksuit 

may be many, the art of imitation, 
Caucasian appropriation, 


or the one that's been here days? 
Dismantled, caught up in a wave 
whenever the gales are temperamental, 


or the consequence of a child, 
ambling along the shore, 

seeking ujarak flat and smooth, 
for skipping on the rippled sheen, 


who took to playing Jenga under the sun, 


wary over dislodging from the middle, 
the kerplunking of a game that went awry, 


__ one set of naked footprints 


fleeing trespass, its shame 
and culpability, 


to be expunged upon remorse, 
the sincerity, of tears, 
this water's absolution 


once the wind has finished its rage. 





Seclusion 





thave all the ime 

in this pandemic world 

to create my Magnificat, 

the magnum opus 

to be said or sung 

for generations yet to come; 


and with my calendar 

of vacant squares 

there is no excuse to delay. 

no obtigaticn fo grant me pardon, 


They say Shakespeare 
had a similar quandary 
and he managed to pen King Lear— 


no one to disturb or vex him 
while he dipped his feathered quil 
into the murk of bottled ink 


No pressure. 

And whether the tragedy to unfoki 
is due to the love or 

due to the greed | cannot say, 
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for | too will need Five Acts, 
@ post-curtain bow, 

and Ive stil to buikd my stage 
of paper maché— 


so do not let us flee our homes 
before this plague has ended. 


Oh come, dear Cordelia, 

guide this blinded Gloucester 

to scribe whatever lines he must, 
give magnificence to a poem 
that will inspire— 


both the fevensh woman 


in the laboratory 
forging on to our salvation, 


and to the man beneath the trees 


who sweats profusely, 
digging graves in case she falls. 


02220 Avcrnan Gogg 


Having a Cigarette with Daphne du Maurier 


The ashtray in the drawing room 
brims with stubs, and that 

which mirrors soot, 

Elite er lalele) a-t-\ Mellel 

as your match ignites my vice, 
setting it aglow 

like a hearth-side midnight ember, 
all but extinguished 


and you're telling me of 
shrines and hidden places, 


all within this ae 
speaking as an apartment-d ; 4 


and | hope you uncer tend 
that Mrs. de Winter 

spent many a time 

in hotels, yearning for space 


before realizing that. 


too much under PE 
gives rise to conjured pay 
encircling our throbbing Skulls 


like the smoky rings 
that surround us; — 


that there’s a Mrs. Danvers 
lurking about every corer, 
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the shadows of whom 

take shape upon the walls, 
like a flame that licks the 
paint in feigned innocence, 
tickling before it consumes 


Like me, your narrator 

isn't worthy of a Christian 

name, that we're unable to 

live up to our Rebeccas, 

a 

‘0 rley, as an 
nce id shell, 

with its wild, snaking foliage 

creeping out of glassless windows, 
:- victorious in its rubble— 


fo those of us — see 


Sn 2 helish vision, 
but preface to paradise, 


where all of us are called 
within the fire, 

by a voice which only 
we sinners understand. 





Caribbean B 


with spice, carat 


\ othe nanerel lat ae 


te 
Rhum des 


avec “pices, 


antes favre 


The presumption nt 
is that! the poet drinks to excess, 


e sottish state | 
a ‘0 pen their doleful Poems aes 


Then there are those a 

r like to scribble their stanzas 
jst 

and the ensuing urge 

to drink 

upon perusing each horror 

produced, 

perfectly sober, 

perfectly sane. 


©2020 Andrea’ 
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Ex Gratia 


The seeds you left for the birds, 
by the grave of your beloved son, 
are still untouched with our leaving; 


in your throes of “letting go.” 


We stood there a good two hours, 
your fingers following the furrows 
of his etched-in-granite 


appellation, 


your spirit rapt 

by the melody coming from trees, 
and by the reverie 

of your blissful days with him. 


They'll eat them when Tm gone, 
you said, a reference 

to our departing (or so | thought), 
with the cemetery gates 

about to close. 


| don’t mean at dusk, 

you uttered as addendum, 

during our trudge back to the car, 
! mean when I'm lying 


in the ground beside him. ©2020 Andreas Gripp 
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me: ~~ 
©2020 And?as Gripp 
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The sunflower | photographed 

is missing a petal. With the dozens 
it still has, this is hardly a concer, 
for either myself or the sunflower 


It's the mystery of its disappearance 
that makes this a poem, 

why there's a gap like a lost 

tooth in what would otherwise 

simulate our star, a single ray alone 
illumining umbrae in which it may hide— 


too Jong in ts golden taper 
to become the victim of a 
ladybug’s lunch. 


the wind as well 
having alibis in its day-long 
gentle breeze, no spore 


or plumage aloft 
amid the lengthening blades of grass 


barely lifting the tresses 

of the woman in her summer dress 
its litac reflecting the light 

| noticed five- 

hundred seconds before. 


during he loves me. 

he loves me not, 

in the absence of daisies gone. 
abandoning the disfiguring act 
night after the initial 

pull and pluck, 


becoming sickened 

by the ugliness of chance. 
its reconstruction of 

her worid—and our own 









as something a little less beautiful 





Our daughter races, 
attempting to catch the birds. 
If she had the wings - 

of a pigeon, she’d leave us, 
dropping occasional notes. 


©2020 Andreas Gripp 
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to find you in a state of grace, 


yielding to the punishment 
that served them best? 





Why not drop a pompom 

at your feet, 

letting them recall the day 

the ugliest girl in school 

tried out for cheerleading, 

so they may indeed know 

at least one reason 

why they saw you swinging 

from the end of a ragged noose, 
your diary turned to a blank page 
where your first kiss should have been? 
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Haiku 
~ 
?.- 
Watching the cats sleep 
Notes of jazz in the background 
Cup of cooling tea 


©2020 Andreas G 
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The 8 Day 


8 days a week, | love you 
— Lennon & McCartney 


The Julians and the Gregorians 
were-both mistaken, 

their division of three-sixty-five 
done in err, 

Ife] me tal Ve Mal-re] |-Yea (te (al-mer- NY 
that should have been, 

each and every week 

the sum.of eight, 

if only because 

its an even number, 

would have made the months 

a little shorter, 

and because it makes good fodder 
for a poem. 


The name _of-this day 

will Have to stay unknown, 

(> (or-}0) @tat-| mmole i (eM al-\ alate [10] 
in day— 


something like Nepday or Jupiday 
or after some, other Roman god 
or celestial sphere 

lavem i muvelui(emar-\U-mel-\-)amey-la¢ 

of a weekend 

because 5 weekdays 
Ele—Mislelc-mtar-lam-islele rela) 

for working 


and that extra 24 hours, 

perhaps between Saturday 

and Sunday, 

would*have made Christ's stay 

in the tomb 

EX-M lolaleme- lm Me mile lUlt-(e mim velel(omel— 
and that early Beatles’ song 

a little less romantic 

than we'd previously imagined. 


©2020 Andreas Gripp 





Opening Gala for Daniel Kotter, Artist-in-Residence 


Your dirty sock 

flunked you out'of schoo! 

and that set you.on‘your way 
(your classmates painted apples 


and got 10 A’s and Bs and C’s). 


We signed We love you’ in ASL 
but wouldn't call on teletype. 
You sighed in corners 

while we danced, 

a token flower 

pressed on walls. 


| saw you five years later, 
got your email On a Card. 
Your portfolio is 

a pack of smokes — 

you cough your days away. 


Put a lampshade in your freezer, 
Call it je ne sais quoi. 

Sketch the neighbour raking 
Seis 

with a pool cue and a spade. 


Snatch the peaches on the terrace 
and the mound of trash and tin. 
It's not too loud on small deaf ears 


"or eyes that see pure gold. 


The gallery was closed by 3 
and no one stopped to gawk. 
You stood so still in nakedness: 


breath caught on windows, 
faced that flushed with shame; 
none to come and cover. 


©2018 Andreas Gripp 
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storming a fortress, 


puddles pooling 
beneath our boots. 


In our elder years, | 
the intricacy of patterns, frost- 
formed on the kitchen window, 
is enough to prevent our dash 
into swirly hills of white, 

our breath unseen 


in crackles of calming fire, 
our daring but the sip of 
peppermint tea, still steaming 
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This isn't latengss i in Kyiw 
‘or Julian stubborn 
- in his err; rf 


it's the tree still aglow 
while the neighbour's leans 
fe [{-Yor-|ee{-loMleRinl-Bjnle)( m 
MeTaltt-le\Met=1(- 

dispersing needles 

once green 

and under a star 

no different than our own. 





warmth of together ©2021 Andreas Gripp 
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Amy’s Convocation 


There’s a dress shoe in the corner 

of your photograph, 

on the bottom right, 

about to enter the scen 

the scene of you 

in a cap and gown, 

clutching roses wilting slightly 

at their tips, 

smiling expectantly to the camera, 

in one of those staged, plastic moments 
where you’re directed 

and sternly prompted 

and that you wish were more authentic. 


But the shoe, it’s a man’s shoe, 
headed somewhere | wouldn’t know 
except it’s not supposed to be here, 
in this family’s keepsake portrait, 
set in awkward motion 

against the stillness 

of composure, 


the exposure 
of graduation 
coming faster than it used to, 
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with our cell phone eyes 
and digital selves 

that flash worldwide 

in seconds. 


Your blonde, tumbling curls 

rest loosely on your shoulders, 
limp from humidity 

with the breeze too abated 

to lift. 

An expansive shrub guards you 
against the sun and scorching heat 
instinctively drawn 

to nylon black. 


But about the shoe, it’s chestnut brown 
and polished, 

with its lace drawn good and tight, 
preventing a bumbling trip 

that if timed to the moment of clicking, 
could bring identity 

to this subtle intruder — 

his clothing, limbs 

and unwanted face 

crashing to the grass of ground: 


spontaneous, unrehearsed, 
forever locked in his clumsy fall. 





“4 


ifs the treés that reach 
enlightenment, ever the people’ 
sitting beneath them—Siddhartha, */ 
*t am sorry if this hurts oo j 
their tranquil pageant, 
vaults over words 
yegumein. wooden poles. . 
7 allies 
while their burgeaning buds 
Lrevinth, : 
wher all of their beauty 
looked lostandybereft. 


Consider their green, 


="“mimicked by grass 
“that.soothes the steps 
of our naked, anxious feet; 


and their autumn’spectrum—* é 
asermon heard by shades 
<oBbark and skin; 


their, silence,amid the snow 
iving our od dichance 


sto answer. , 


021 Andreas Gripp 
a 
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MI ACER i Glilcn 


’ 


ty 2h their deathly terminals 


Th 


_ -on these ethereal ventricles, 
every bronchial path 
merely breathing’s cul-de-sac, 


eka | Poem inevitable * 


my wighes bitelele! te RCo) m-jel-1-1e ale} 

onthe snaking estuaries, 

finedfor spinning U-turns 
Jpluhe sight of deltas, red— 


‘ited with barges 
cracked in their hulls, 
Sinking from the-weighf of their 

- freight, memory’s 

“stubborn refusal 

~»,. to lighten evyera little, 
-atthesighting,of “ 
vistas, tranquil . Ny 


“the ellipse revealing 
life Sounded as earth, 
“‘flatiines mythicy™. 
R *\ Salted 'asvocean air. 
>. ' 4, vy, ~ / ’ 
nde T | ‘ 
+, ©202 
A Val ie 


dreas Gripp 
4 ’ \ 
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“fo ain a new pill 
__ to make you feel happy 
| spiel gives me beta-anaporilinovium, 
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. The last milkman on Earth 
The Last Milkman On Earth cxiiye roman out inats 
" not what's central to this poem 
— The fact that there’s still a milkperson 

- ——«<,, ra surprises many, much like the very 
last Blockbuster in Oregon, still 

doling out s and those musty 

VHS that no one ever bought over 

1é pas years. L farfighter, anyone? 


The last milkman on Earth 
doesn't need a tru she’s got 
one of those “smart cars” that’s 
$0 compact that if you're in a mini- 
wan and hit it dead-on, it can’t 
Gebany smaller. 


She's Govs customers: Ms. Elsie Krinkle. 
Rev, Jed McNaughton, and, surprisingly 
JaKe Spinoszi, Wite plays on the high school 
football team there imioochie Corners 
Omaha, Oris t Nebraska or Kentucky? 


The townsfolk say that quarterback Jake 
Is concussed four times over 
that he imagines every ¢ar that whizzes 
by to be a horse-and-buggy 
that his grandpa long since dead calls him 
into the house at night when he'd rather 
Stay up to watch the stars 
that the last milkman on Earth Is mixing some 
moonshine in with the curdied flagon of the cow 
Sn iresistibie concoction, that the night 
before last he’d never gotten so 

©2021 Andreas Gripp Goddamned drunk in all of his miserable life 
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Wa lale ws isl-) PF WAlte lays It's the second weekend 


Re in March, and just before 
we went to bed | turned the 
clocks back an hour in that 
mass ritual called Daylight 
Savings Time. |'d said at dinner 
that time Is a construct, there's 
no such thing as 1-2-3 o'clock, 4 o'clock 
rock, which was a great song 
Bill Haley and the Comets came up with 
in 1954. | also say there's no such thing 
as 1954, that the Earth is really 4 
and a half billion years old, 
that even the Gregorian 
calendar is a few years off, that 2021 is 
really 2025 and that the first moon landing 
took place in July of '73. 
You tell me to fuck off, 
that I'm some kind of cosmic 
know-it-all when | say there’s no July, 
this isn't Sunday, it’s a day 
unique all its own, we just give the sun-ups 
and sun-downs names to make our schedules 
which capitalism demands. You then mention 
we've missed church, that in my knuckle- 
headedness | went the wrong way on the 
dial, that it's Fa/! back, Spring forward, 
that my retort of | thought it was Spring 
back and Fall ahead confirms my 
stupidity, that it's my never-ending 
clumsiness when | land on my 
face whenever | trip upon that 
infernal step just beyond 
our front door 


©Years are all an illusion Andre: 
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The Lousy Italian Dinner 
| Made My Ex-Wife 
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if it leaves a bad taste 
it isn’t my fault, 

all that is mine 

is a sprinkle of salt 


The ravioli’s a mess, 
you give me that look; 
blame Boyardee— 
don't say | can’t cook 


| forgot you're a vegan, 
our quarrel is petty, 

I'll make quick amends 
with a can of spaghetti 


No bread from the oven, 
but slices of Wonder; 
forgive me, my sweet, 
for this leftover blunder 


Next on the menu: 
salad-in-a-bag; 

| wish I'd have checked 
the “best before” tag 


And for our dessert, 
some frozen gelato: 

a bargain-bin flavour— 
Venetian Tomahto 


fll pour you red wine. 
the Spumante’s gene 
your smile’s a scowl, 
your state is hysteric 


Arrivederci, you snarl, 
Come again, | reply, 
Mr. Noodles await, 
the next time it’s Thai 





Vodka Bill 


takes to the bottle 
as soon as he’s through the door. 


But this isn’t one of those distressing 
alcoholic poems. 

Bill can hold his liquor, 

is rarely reeling drunk 

and his liver functions fine. 

He has no wife or kids to beat 

but would never do that anyway. 


You see, it’s just something he does, 
two-thirds vodka, one-third 

orange juice and lime. 

Forget his vows to move away 

and find someone who loves him; 
move away to that grander job 
eluding him to this day. 


There’s nothing wrong 

with Wal-mart blue, living 

alone in his squalid apartment, 
practicing hello and how are you? 
and can / help you find anything? 
and maybe he simply likes the taste 
and wouldn’t have it 

any other way 

and it's not so bad for 

do you love me? 

to go unanswered 

in his dreams 

and in the shoe department, 


runners to the right, 
slippers to the left. 
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__ I'd have placed them gently 
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= 8) enlt 


sat your 


with your po 


possess; a iegue 
: », that bears a face. 
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Your Love 


Your love came in a drought, 


t of flow 


CE-Taimeltiae 


=re bugs in flight 


brimming 
rhead, mocking 


th their drops of rain 


edy, thir. 
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The Apostasy of Daylight 


It's the what4s-seen 

that has eroded your faith in belief 
bones embedded in rock, 
exposed by the eyes of the sun. 


It says that we are one 

is a whole lot more 

than a hippie's anthem 

the chant from a guru's flock 


And in the early moming hours, 
there’s a movement in your womb, 
the jump of what is changing shape 
inside you 


Look closer. 

Last month it resembled a fish 
and then an amphibious-thing 
on land, even before 

the day you named her - 
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after the mother who tucked a Bible 
in your bed, 

shedding tears that pooled 

and rose, 


like the rains that lifted Noah 
his lions and his lambs, 
the ones bestowed the Earth 


without the crystal 
firmament, 

which held 

the heavens’ waters 
drowning the terrible 
lizard-beasts, 


gave excuse for miles of strata, 
made a heresy 
of African skulls. 





St. Michael’s Quarte 
ps 


The cayscape.s 

cracked and bleeding 

You hear a jazz tn 

in the middl 

rage. Pann ) 

change. You tell them to fuck 
off, After the fact, you give 

a dollar to one, ¥ 

Bless 


A puddle ree the i 


of the sun. When a 

Slomps intoit, the figl 

Your first thought is one of hate 

how someone can Callously 

blot out our star. Within seconds. 
bud conceals what's above you. 

making it human. 
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stops. Theyoushing in, against. 
There's no Space to’ hard you" 


The cemetery is serene 
like 4 proverbial valley with sheep. 
Who is worthy to shepherd you, 


to gently touch you with a staff? 


child says they're the most beautiful 
of the birds. 


Who can tell her she’s wrong? 
Who can tell her she’s wrong? 





Do not disperse myashes 
in the gulf of ocean Waves, 
where tides and drawing currents 
scatter beyond ' Instead, . 
what I'd desire. bury my dust insoil, 
~ in grounded ferra firma,...’ 
Do not cast me as parted specks ij its seeenceeiity. ; 
in the dark-alone of the deep, \ * P53 
the cubic tonnes of weight < its facility for being, fain, “sed \ 
by which our water can- a eb yc ‘ 
not be measured, - 
leaving me feeling 
forever cold 


and always drenched 
and sodden, 


forsaken, 

to'be ingested 

by savage sharks 

and then expelled 

as worthless waste, 

what little bits remaining ~ 
further flunglbyppropeller . 
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I've a compulsion to lie to love, 
spout it cannot last forever, 
being dishonest 

when | think of us 

in terms of merely friendship. 


There's been no truth with passion — 
it’s a garden snake 

that weaves its way 

around an orchard’s fruit, 

a politician’s 

campaign smiles, 

and the kudos 

to your mother’s hair 

when grey goes tangerine. 


Even the mirror spews its lies ~ 
or maybe it’s just the gaze 
from this beholder — 

the wrinkles 

_ that have furrowed 

and the dance of crows 
around these tired eyes, 
the ones you say are teary 
when | say you're beautiful, 
that make the world a blur, 
that distort our place 

within this grand deception. 


©2021 Andreas Gripe 
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Knick-Knack 


The Scottish Terrier 

figurine | gave to you 

was dismissed as a knick-knack, 

a worthless ornament, 

unable to bestow its 

love, wag its tail or beg for a walk 
Ecole Laem agt-Mo) [ela.e 

You'll never have to clean up 

after it, | said, knowing that 

“poop ‘n’ scoop” was outside 

your realm of comfort, that it would 
never shed its coat or grind your brand-new 
slippers with its teeth. 


! had a real-life version of it 

once, | confess, revealing 

the reason for this ceramic imitation, 
rubbed its head against my shins 

even when it wanted nothing from me 
at all. 


©2021 Andreas Gripp 





Road Signs 


The day we drove past the Green Valley 
Rest Home you mentioned how lovely 
it sounded—to ease so gently into one’s 
final years, 


ignoring the failure to properly 

feed, medicate; the staff and familial 
neglect, the laying about 

atop one’s own waste. 


Minutes later, we saw it, 
# the sign with a bovine’s head, 
crudely painted on weathered wood— 
@ the abattoir, and the sentience 
+ therein that’s butchered 
by the billions, how the death 
of such innocence 
(or-] a eX e)-411 0) Wacxole] ale sXe) 
beautiful. 


©2021 Andreas Gripp 
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The Weather, After You Were Gone 
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These dog days 

leave none to venture 
beyond the shade and water 
bowls littered with bugs 


and as uninviting as that 
sounds, inside the heat 
hangs as if something on a nail; 


the door stands ajar, 
widening with the window 
breeze like a protracted yawn, 


the plant under the lamp 
cringes, its yellow head 
tremoring at the sound of 
thunder on the horizon, 


the light above flickering 

an electric flash— 

Melillo elie-lalehelie-lilemels 
harkening to the night 

of the dance when | was 
hesitant to kiss you, 

missed my chance when the 
song ended and the spinning 
ball aloft abruptly halted 

like a car that brakes 

just before some tumble down 
an embankment to never 

be seen again. 





There is a name for beyond 

the outside-which cannot be 
pronounced. Here no boundaries 
can exist and reality is a flight 

of free and fancy. 


| Today, Jasmine will learn 


P > os ‘ed @\\,_ of touch. Not the one of late 
in the nian but that of Gees 


and the leaf she kept 
in her coat 


ti is named after mother, 
who kept her tongue'in-a sieve 
Elaremvincii Teh eleliglisies 


A Psalm for Jasmine 


©2021, Andreas Gripp 
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* * oak 
Dreaimbefore the clea 
a - . 


Thelearthis aflame. > 
on the newsday after steaming 
day and | contribute to the carbon 
with the fan oscillating as | sleep, 
: Se 
allthe trees of the njountain ae 
ing theirgharly toes from beneath 
| of filthy ground, 
sprinting under the guidance of. 4 > 
gese that know exactly where to 4m 
eS every blade and sound of man. | 
—_ 
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ee a poem of Jasmine 
but iftells of only colour. 
But how can this be when 

ia Wetals are white 
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Every autumn, you pine 

for what has past. The garden 
in all its glory. Her touch upon 
Nell] m r-la—e 


‘S You adore the summer 


. and the fireflies of night. What is light 
but space surrounded by the caress 


of darkness; flame but the intensity 
fo) - (el -Bo kj ace) aM dal- la 
incinerates us all? 


A Rose for William 
21 Andreas Gripp 
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ETLAe 


the swan is sailing 
effortlessly in the gales 


the river rippling 
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This Vision 


Maybe | mirror 
her, in ways of 
insignificance, 
whenever I'm 
barely dressed, 


though she’s more 


than just phantasmic, 


some fluid chimeric 
guest, absent of 
sex and of name, 
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these faintest of 
curves unfurling 
under lull of clement 
light, cerulean 
ceiling—this elusive, 
crooked sky 
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